Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on Hbrary shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http : //books . google . com/| 



i** 



Z'^^t^t^ -I . X-^i^ 4 




THE 

BRITISH POETS. 



VOL. XLV. 



THE 



BRITISH POETS 



INCLUDING 



TRANSLATIONS. 



IN ONE HUNDRED VOLUMES. 

XLV. 

WATTS, VOL. I. 



cms WICK : 

COLLEGE HOUSE ; 

FOR J. CARPENTER, J. BOOKER, RODWELL AND MARTIN, 

O. AND W. B. WHITTAKER, R. TRIPHOOK, J. EBERS, 

TAYLOR AND HESSEY, R JENNINGS, G. COWIE AND CO. 

N. HAILES, J. PORTER, B. E. LLOYD AND SON, 

C. SMITH, AND C. WHITTINGHAM. 

1822. 



THE 



POEMS 



OF 



^$mc m^sim, m. m. 



VOL. I. 



FROM THE PRESS OF C. WHITTINGHAM, 

COLLEGE HOUSE. 



CONTENTS. 



Life of Walts, bj Dr. Johnson 9 

ENCOMIUMS ON WATTS. 

On the 6fth Edition of his Horae X^jricae • 19 

On reading his Poems sacred to Pietj and Devotion .... 21 

On his Poems sacred to Devotion 21 

On reading his Horse LjricsB 23 

On his Divine Poems 27 

Preface ..„ 29 

UORM LYRICiB. BOOK I. 

SACRED TO DEVOTION AND PIETY. 

Worshipping with Fear 53 

Asking Leave to sing 64 

God's DominloQ and Decrees 55 

Divine Judgments..^ 57 

Earth and Heaven 60 ' 

Felioitj above 61 



CONTENTS, 



Self ConseoratioD 62 

The Creator and Creatares 63 

The Natiritj of Christ 64 

God glorioas and Sinners saved 66 

The Penitent pardoned 67 

The hnmble Inqair j, a French Sonnet imitated 69 

A Hjmn of Praise for three great Saltations 70 

The Icnomprehensible •*•— • ••- ••• 73 

Death andEtemitj 74 

A Sight of Hearen in Sickness 76 

The nniFersal Hallelujah, Psalm cxlviii. ,,., 77 

The Atheist's Mistake 79 

The Law given at Sinai 80 

Remember jour Creator.... 85 

3nn, Moon, and Stars, praise je the Lord 87 

The welcome Messenger 88 

Sincere Praise 90 

True Learning 92 

Tme Wisdom 94 

Song to Creating Wisdom 96 

God's absolate Dominion 99 

Condescending Grace ,•* » 101 

The Infinite 102 

Confession and Pardon 103 

Young Men and Maidens^ &o. praise je the Lord 106 

Fljriog Fowl, &c. praise ye the Lord 107 

The Comparison and Complaint « 108 

God supreme and self-sufficient 110 

Jesus the onljr Sariour Ill 

Looking upward 113 



, CONTENTS. 5 

P«te 
Clirist dying, rising, and reigning... 114 

The God of Thonder 116 

The Day of Jadgmeot, in English Sapphics 116 

The Song of Angela above lit 

Fire, Air, Earth, and Sea, praise ye the Lord 121 

The Farewell 123 

God only known to himself. 124 

Pardon and Sanctification... 125 

Sovereignty and Grace 126 

The Law and Gospel 127 

Seeking a Divine Calm, &c. Cassimir, B. iv. Od. 28.. 128 

Happy Frailty 129 

Laonching into Eternity 131 

A Prospect of the Resurrection.. ., 132 

Ad Dominom Nostrom Jesam Christam : Oda 133 

Translation of Ditto. By Dr. Gibbons 137 

Soi-Ipsias Increpatio : Epigramma. 141 

Translation of Ditto. By Dr. Gibbons 142 

Excitatio Cordis C<£liim versos 143 

traoslation.of Ditto. By Dr. Gibbons 143 

Br/eathiog towards Heaven, Casimir, B. I. Od. 19....... 145 

The Hundredth Epigram of Casimir. Englished 146 

On the Protestant Charch at Montpelier demolished. 

Two Latin Epigrams Englished 147 

Two happy Rivals, Devotion and the Mase 148 

ON DIVINE LOVE. 

The Hazard of loving the Creatures 152 

Desiring to love Christ • 153 



6 CONTENTS^ 

Pate 

The Heart giveii away > 154 

Meditation in a Grove 156 

The Fairest and Onlj Beloved • 156 

Mataal Love stronger than Death 158 

A Sight of Christ 159 

Love on a Cross and on a Throne 162 

A preparatory Thought for the Lord's Sopper 16S 

Converse with Christ 164 

Grace shining, and Natare fainting 166 

Love to Christ present or absent 168 

The Absence of Christ 169 

Pesiring his Descent to Earth 171 

Ascending to him in Heaven 178 

The Presence of God worth djing for ; or. The Death 

of Moses 17S 

Longing for his Return 174 

Hope in Darkness 175 

Come, Lord Jesas « 177 

Bewailing mj own Inoonstancj 179 

Forsaken, yet hoping 180 

The Conclnsion 182 



HORJS LYRICiE, BOOK II. 

SACRED TO VIRTUE, HONOUR, AND FRIENDSHIP. 

To her Majesty... 183 

Palinodia 186 

To John Locke, Esq. retired from Basiness 187 

To John Shute, Esq. oo Mr. Locke's Death 188 



CoNtENTS. i 

Page 

To Mr. William Nokes. Frlendsbip 189 

To Nathaniel Gonld, Esq 190 

To Dr. Thomas Gibson. The Life of Soals 191 

^alse Greatness * 193 

ToSarissa: an Epistle 194 

To Mr. Thomas Bradbury. Paradise 197 

Strict Religion very rare.... 200 

To Mr. G. and S. Fleetwood i 202 

To Mr. William Blackbonrn. Casimir, B. II. Od. 5.... 203 

Tme Monarchy *..* 204 

Trae Courage 206 

To Mr. Thomas Rowe. Free Philosophy 208 

To the Rey. Mr. Benoni Rowe. The Way of the Mal- 

titude 209 

To the Rev. Mr. John Howe 211 

The Disappointment and Relief... 212 

The Hero's School of Morality <.... 214 

Freedom i 210 

Troe Riches 217 

On Mr. Locke's Annotations, &c 2^0 

The Adventurous Mase 221 

To Mr. N. Clark : the Complaint ^ 224 

The Aiffictions of a Friend 4» 225 

The Reverse : or, The Comforts of a Friend 227 

To the Right Hon. John Lord Cotts, at the Siege of 

Namnr. The Hardy Soldier.... 228 

Baming several Poems of Ovid, &c. .< • 229 

To Mrs. B. Bendysh. Against Tears 230 

Few Happy Matches 231 

To David Poihill, Esq. An Epistle.... <. 233 



8 CONTENTS. 

Page 
The celebrated Vietorj of the Poles over Ogman the 
Tarkisb Emperor, in the Dacian Battle^ Gasimir, 

B. IV. Ode 4. With large Additions 235 

To Mr. HenrjBendjsh 242 

The Indian Philosopher 243 

The Happj Man 245 

To David Polhill, Esq. An Answer to an infamons Satire 
against King William ....r«>. ....»....;'. 24^ 



tttB 



LIFE OF ISAAC WATTS. 



BY 

DR. JOHNSON. 



The Poems of Dr. WATts were by my recommen- 
dation inserted in the late collection; the readers of 
which are to impute to me whatever pleasure or 
weariness they may find in the perusal of Blackmore,' 
Watts, Pom fret, and Yalden. 

Isaac Watts was born July 17, 1674, at South- 
ampton, where his father, of the same name, kept a 
boarding school for young gentlemen, though com- 
mon report makes him a shoemaker. He appears, 
from the narrative of Dr. Gibbons, to have been nei- 
ther indigent nor illiterate. 

Isaac, the eldest of nine children, was given to 
books from his infancy; and began, we are told, to 
learn Latin when he was four years old, I suppose, 
at home. He was afterwards taught Latin, Greek, 

40. B 



10 THE LIFE OF WATTS, 

and Hebrew, by Mr. Pinhom, a clergyman, master 
of the Free-scbool at Sonthampton, to whoni^ the 
gratitude of bis sehelar afterwards inscribed a Latin 
ode. 

His proficiency at school was so conspicaoas, that 
a sabscription was proposed for bis support at the 
University; bnt he declared his resolution of taking 
his lot with the Dissenters. Such he was as every 
Christian church would rejoice to have adopted. 

He therefore repaired, in 1690, to an academy 
taught by Mr. Rowe, where he bad for his com- 
panions and fellow-students Mr. Hughes the poet, 
and Dr. Horte, afterwards Archbishop of Tuam^ 
Some Latin Essays, supposed to have been written 
as exercises at this academy, show a degree of know' 
ledge, both philosophical and theological, such as 
very few attain by a much longer course of study. 

He was, as he hints in his 'Miscellanies,' a maker 
of verses firom fifteen t^ fifty, and in his youth he ap- 
pears to have paid attention to Latin poetry. His 
verses to his brother, in the gfyconick measure, writ- 
ten when he was seventeen, are remarkably easy 
and elegant. Some of his other odes are deformed 
by the Pindaric folly then prevailing, and are written 
with such neglect of all metrical rules as is without 
example among the ancients : but bis diction, thougb 
perhaps not always exactly pure, has such copious- 
ness and splendour, as shows that he was but a very 
little distance from excellence. 

His method of study was to impress the contents 
of his books upon his memory by abridging them, 
and by interleaving them to amplify one system with, 
supplements from another. 

With the congregation of his tutor Mr. Rowe, who 
were, I believe. Independents, he communicated in 
his nineteenth year. 
At the age of twenty he left the academy, and 
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spent two years io study, and devotion at the bouse 
of his father, who treated him with great tenderness, 
and had the happiness, indulged to few parents, of 
living to see his son eminent for literature, and ve- 
nerable for piety. 

He was then entertained by Sir John Hartopp ^\e 
years, as domestic tutor to his son : and in that time 
particularly devoted himself to the study of the Holy 
Scriptures; and being chosen assistant to Dr. Chaun- 
cey, preached the first time on the birth-day that 
completed his twenty-fourth year; probably consi- 
dering that as the day of a second nativity, by which 
he entered on a new period of existence. 

In about three years he succeeded Dr. Chauncey ; 
but, soon after his entrance on his charge, he was 
seized by a dangerous illness, which sunk him to 
such weakness, that the congregation thought an 
assistant necessary, and appointed Mr. Price. His 
health then returned gradually; and he performed 
his duty till (1712) he was seized by a fever of such 
violence and continuance, that from the feebleness 
which it brought upon him he never perfectly re- 
covered. 

This calamitous state made the compassion of his 
friends necessary, and drew upon him the attention 
of Sir Thomas Abney, who received him into his 
house; where, with a constancy of friendship and 
uniformity of conduct not often to be found, he was 
treated for thirty-six years with all the kindness that 
friendship could prompt, and all the attention that 
respect could dictate. Sir Thomas died about eight 
years afterwards; but he continued with the lady 
and her daughters to the end of his life. The lady 
died about a year after liim. 

A coalition like this, a state in which the notions 
of patronage and dependance were overpowered by 
the perception of reciprocal benefits, deserves a par- 
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ticuYar meinorial ; and I will not withhold from the 
reader Dr. Gibbons's representation, to which regard 
is to be paid, as to the narrative of one who writes 
what he knows, and what is known likewise to mal- 
titudes besides. 

'' Oar next observation shall be made upon that 
remarkably kind providence which brought the Doc- 
tor into Sir Thomas Abney's famil}', and continued 
him there till his death, a period of no less than 
thirty-six years. In the midst of his sacred labours 
for the glory of God, and good of his generation, he 
Is seized with a most violent and threatening fever, 
which leaves him oppressed with great weakness, 
and puts a stop at least to his public services for 
four years. In this distressing season, doubly so to 
his active and pious spirit, he is invited to Sir Thomas 
Abney's family, nor ever removes from it till he bad 
finished his days. Here he enjoyed the uninter- 
rupted demonstrations of the truest friendship. — 
Here, without any care of his own, he had every 
thing which could contribute to the enjoyment of 
life, and favour the unwearied pursuits of his stu- 
dies. Here he dwelt in a family, which for piety, 
order, harmony, and every virtue, was an house of 
God. Here he had the privilege of a country recess, 
the fragrant bower, the spreading lawn, the flowery 
garden, and other advantages, to sooth his mind 
and aid his restoration to health ; to yield him, when- 
ever he chose them, most grateful intervals from hi^ 
laborious studies, and enable him to return to them 
with redoubled vigour an4 delight. Had it not been 
for this most happy event, he might, as to outward 
view, have feebly, it may be painfully, dragged on 
through many more years of languor, and inability 
for public service, and even for profitable study, or 
perhaps might have sunk into his grave under the 
oyerwhelmiog load pf infirmities in the mi4st of his 
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days ; and thas the charch and world wodid have 
been deprived of those many excellent semionis and 
works, which he drew np and pnblisbed dnring ^is 
long residence in this family. In a few years after 
bis coming hither, Sir Thomas Abney dies: bnt his 
amiable consort survives, who shows the Doctor the 
same respect and friendship as before, and most hap- 
pily for him and great numbers besides ; for, as her 
fiches were great, her generosity and munificence 
were in full proportion ; her thread of life was drawn 
out to a great age, even beyond that of the Doctor's ; 
and thus this excellent man, through her kindness, 
and that of her daughter, the present Mrs. Elizabeth 
Abney, who in a like degree esteemed and honoured 
him, enjoyed all the benefits and felicities he expcr 
rienced at his first entrilnce into this family, till his 
days were numbered and finished ; and, like a shock 
of com in its season, he ascended into the regions 
of perfect and immortal life and joy.'' 

If this quotation has appeared long, let it be con- 
sidered that it comprises an account of six-and- 
thirty years, and those the years of Doctor Watts. 

From the time of his reception into this family, his 
life was no otherwise diversified than by successive 
publications. The series of his works I am not able 
to deduce; their number and their variety show the 
intenseness of his industry, and the extent of his 
capacity. 

He was one of the first authors that taught the 
Dissenters to court attention by the g^races of lan- 
guage. Whatever they had among them before, 
whether of learning or acnteness, was commonly 
obscured and blunted by coarseness and inelegance 
of style. He showed them, that zeal and purity might 
be expressed and enforced by polished diction. 

He continued to the end of his life a teacher of a 
congregation; and no reader of his works can doubt 

b2 
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his fidelity or diligence. Id the pulpit, though his 
low stature, which very little exceeded five feet, 
graced him with no advantages of appearance, yet 
the gravity and propriety pf his utterance made his 
discourses very efScacious. I once mentioned the 
reputation which Mr. Foster had gained, hy his pro- 
per delivery, to my friend Dr. Hawkesworth ; who 
told me, that in the art of pronunciation he was far 
inferior to Dr. Watts. 

Such was his flow of thoughts, and such his promp<> 
titude of language, that in the latter part of his life 
he did not precompose his cursory sermons, but 
having adjusted the heads, and sketched out some 
particulars, trusted for success to his extemporary 

powers. 

He did not endeavour to assist his eloquence by 
any gesticulations ; for, as no corporeal actions have 
any correspondence with theological truth, he did 
not see how they could enforce it. 

At the conclusion of weighty sentences he gave 
time, by a short pause, for the proper impression. 

To stated and public instruction he added familiar 
visits and personal application, and was careful to 
improve the opportunities which conversation of- 
fered' of diffusing and increasing the influence of re- 
ligion. 

By his natural temper he was quick of resentment ; 
but by his established and habitual practice he was 
gentle, modest, and inoffensive. His tenderness ap- 
peared in his attention to children, and to the poor. 
To the poor, while he lived in the family of his friend, 
he allowed the third part of his annual revenue, 
though the whole was not a hundred a year; and for 
children be conde3cended to lay aside the scholar, 
the philosopher, and the wit, to write little poems of 
devotion, and systems of instruction^ adapted to 
their wants and capiicitie^, frpm the dawn of reaspq 
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tbron^ its {pradations of advance in the morning of 
]ife. Every man, acquainted with the common prin- 
ciples of human action, will look with veneration on 
the writer, who is at one time combating Locke, and 
at another making a catechism for children in their 
fourth year. A voluntary descent from the dignity 
of science is perhaps the hardest lesson that humi- 
lity can teach. 

As his mind was capacious, his curiosity excursive, 
and his industry continual, his writings are very nu- 
merous, and his subjects various. With his theolo- 
gical works I am only enough acquainted to admire 
his meekness of opposition, and his mildness of cen- 
sure. It was not only in his book, but in his mind, , 
that orthodoxy was united with charity. 

Of his philosophical pieces, his * Logic ' has been 
received into the universities, and therefore wants 
no private recommendation : if he owes part of it to 
Le Clerc, it must be considered that no man, who 
undertakes merely to methodise or illustrate a system, 
pretends to be its author. 

In his metaphysical disquisitions, it was observed 
by the late learned Mr. Dyer, that he confounded 
the idea of tpace with that of empty space, and did 
not consider that though space might be without 
matter, yet master being extended could not be with- 
out space. 

Few books have been perused by me with greater 
pleasure than his * Improvement of the Mind,' of 
which the radical principles may indeed be found in 
Locke's * Conduct of the Understanding ;' but they 
are so expanded and ramified by Watts, as to confer 
upon him the merit of a work in the highest degree 
useful and pleasing. Whoever has the care of in- 
structing others, may be charged with deficience in 
his duty, if this book is not recommended. 

I have mentioned his treatises of Theology as.dis- 
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tinctfrom his other productions; bat the trntfa is, 
' that whatever he took in hand was, by his incessant 
soUcitnde for souls, converted to theology. As piety 
predominated in 1ms mind, it is diffdsed over his 
works : under bis direction it may be truly said, 
l^heologuB Philoiophia anciliatur, philosophy is sub- 
servient to evangelical instruction : it is difficult to 
read a page without learning, or at least wishing, to 
be better. The attention is caught by indirect in- 
struction, and he that sat down only to reason is on 
a sudden compelled to pray. 

It was therefore with great propriety that, in 1728, 
he received from Edinburgh and Aberdeen an un- 
solicited diploma, by which he became a Doctor of 
Divinity. Academical honours would have more 
value, if they were always bestowed with equal judg- 
ment. 

He continued many years to study and to preach, 
and to do good by his instruction and example ; till 
at last the infirmities of age disabled him from the 
more laborious part of his ministerial functions, and 
being no longer capable of public duty, he offered 
to remit the salary appendant to it ; but his congre- 
gation would not accept the resignation. 

By degrees his weakness increased, arid at last 
confined him to his chamber and his bed ; where he 
was worn gradually, away without pain, fill he ex- 
pired, Nov, 25, 1748, in the seventy-fifth year of his 

age. 

Few men have left behind such purity of charac- 
ter, or such monuments of laborious piety. He has 
provided instruction for al| ages, from those who are 
lisping their first lessons, to the enlightened readers 
of Malbranche and Locke ; he has left neither cor- 
poreal nor spiritual nature unexamined; he has 
taught the Art of Reasoning, and the Science of the 
Stars. 
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His character, therefore, mast be formed from the 
moltiplicity and diversity of his attaiDments, rather 
than from any single performance; for it would not 
be safe .to claim for him the highest rank in any 
jsingle denomination of literary dignity ; yet perhaps 
there was nothing in which he, would not have ex- 
celled, if he had not divided his powers to different 
pursuits. 

As a poet, had he been only a poet, he would 
probably have stood high among the authors with 
whom he is now associated. For his judgment was 
exact, and he noted beauties and faults with very 
nice discernment ; his imagination, as the ' Dacian 
Battle' proves, was vigorous and active, and the 
stores of knowledge were large by which his fancy 
was to be supplied. His ear was well-tuned, and 
his diction was elegant and copious. But his devo- 
tional poetry is, like that of others, unsatisfactory. 
The paucity of its topics enforces perpetual repeti- 
tion, and the sanctity of the matter rejects the orna- 
ments of figurative diction. It is sufficient for Watts 
to have done better than others, what no man has 
done well. 

His poems on other subjects seldom rise higher 
than might be expected from the amusements of a 
man of letters, and have different degrees of value as 
they are more or less laboured, or as the occasion 
was more or less favourable to invention. 

He writes too often without regular measures, and 
too often In blank verse : the rhymes are not always 
sufficiently correspondent He is particularly un- 
happy in coining names expressive of characters. 
His lines are commonly smooth and easy, and his 
thoughts always religiously pure ; but who is there 
that, to so much piety and innocence, does not wish 
for a greater measure of sprightliness and vigour? 
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He ia at least one of the few poets with whom yonth 
and igdorance may be safely pleased: and happy 
will be that reader whose mind is disposed, by his 
verses or his prose, to imitate him in all but his non- 
conformity; to copy his benevolence to man, and 
his reverence to God! 



ENCOMIUMS. 



TO DR. WATTS, 

ON THB 
FIFTH EDITION OF HIS HOR^ LYRICiS. 

Sovereign of sacred verse, accept the lays 
Of a young bard, that dares attempt thy praise. 
A Muse, the meanest of the vocal throng, 
New to the bays, nor equal to the song, 
Fired with the growing glories of thy fame, , 
Joins all her powers to celebrate thy name. 

No vulgar themes thy pious Muse engage. 
No scenes of lust pollute thy sacred page ; 
You in majestic numbers mount the skies. 
And meet descending angels as you rise, 
Whose just applauses charm the crowded groves. 
And Addison thy tuneful song approves. 
Soft harmony and manly vigour join. 
To form the beauties of each sprightly line, 
Por every grace of every Muse is thine. 
Milton, immortal bard, divinely bright. 
Conducts his favourite to the realms of light. 
Where KaphaeFs lyre charms the celestial throng. 
Delighted dierubs listening to the song: 
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From bliss to bliss the happy beings rove^ 
And taste the sweets of music and of love. 
But when the softer scenes of life you painty 
And join the beauteous virgin to the saint ; 
When you describe how few the happy pairs. 
Whose hearts united, soften all their cares ; 
We see to whom the sweetest joys belongs 
And Myra*s beauties consecrate your song. 
Fain the unnumbered graces I would tell. 
And on the pleasing theme for ever dwell ; 
But the Muse faints, unequal to the flight. 
And hears thy strains with wonder and delight. 
When tombs of princes shall in ruins lie. 
And all, but heaven-born Piety, shall die ; 
When the last trumpet wakes the silent dead. 
And each lascivious poet hides his head. 
With thee shall thy divine Urania rise, 
Crown'd with fresh laurels, to thy native skies : 
Great Howe and Gouge shall hail thee on thy way. 
And welcome thee to the bright realms of day. 
Adopt thy tuneful notes to heavenly strings, 
And join the Lyric Ode while some fair seraph sings. 

Sic spirat, sic optat, 

Tui amantissimus, 

Britannicus, 
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ON 

READING DR. WATTS'S POEMS 

SACRED TO PIETY AND DEVOTION. 

Regard the man who, in seraphic lays 
And flowing; numhers, sings his Maker's praise : 
He needs invoke no fahled Muse's art, 
The heavenly song comes genuine from the heart; 
From that pure heart, which God has deign'd to' 
With holy raptures, and a sacred fire. [inspire 
Thrice happy man ! whose soul and guiltless breast. 
Are well prepared to lodge the' Almighty guest! 
Tis HE that lends thy towering thoughts their wing. 
And tunes thy lyre, when thou attempt'st to sing : 
He to thy soul lets in celestial day. 
E'en whilst imprison'd in this mortal clay. 
By Death's grim aspect thou art not alarm'd. 
He, for thy sake, has Death itself disarmed ; 
Nor shall the grave o'er thee a victory boast. 
Her triumph in thy rising shall be lost. 
When thou shalt join the' angelic dioirs above. 
In never ending songs of praise and love ! 

EUSEBIA. 



TO DR. WATTS, 

on his poems sacred to DEVOTION. 

To murmuring streams, in tender strains. 

My pensive Muse no more 
Of love's enchanting force complains. 

Along the flowery shore. 
40. c 
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No more Mirtillo's fatal face 

My quiet breast alarms ; 
His eyes, his air, and youthful grace. 

Have lost their usual charms. 

No gay Alexis in the grove 

Shall be my future theme i 
I burn with an immortal love. 

And sing a purer flame. 

Seraphic, heights I seem to gain. 

And sacred transports feel. 
While, Watts, to thy celestial stnja^ 

Surprised, I U&ten still. 

The gliding streams their course forbear. 

When I thy lays repeat ; 
The bending forest lends an ear. 

The birds their notes forget. 

With such a graceful harmony. 

Thy numbers still prolong ; 
And let remotest lands reply. 

And echo to thy song. 

Far as the distant regions, where 
The beauteous morning springs. 

And scatters odours through the air 
From her resplendent wings ; 

Unto the new-found realms ^hich see 

The latter sun arise, 
When, with an easy progress, he 

Rolls down the nether skies. 

PHILOMELA >. 
Julj, 1T06. 

' Miss Singer, afterwards Mrs* Rowe, 
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TO DR. WATTS, 

ON READING HIS HORiE LYRICJE. 

HAiL^heaven-born Muse ! that with celestial flame. 
And high seraphic numbers, durst attempt 
To gain thy native skies. No common Uieme 
Merits thy thought, self-conscious of a soul 
Superior, though on earth detained a while ; 
like some propitious angel, that's design'd 
A resident in this inferior orb. 
To guide the wandering souls to heavenly bliss. 
Thou seem'st ; while thou their everlasting songs 
Hast sung to mortal ears, and down to earth 
Transferr'd the work of Heaven; with thought 

sublime. 
And high sonorous words, thou sweetly sing'st 
To thy immortal Ijrre. Amazed, we view 
The towering height stupendous, while thou soar'st 
Above the reach of vulgar eyes or thought. 
Hymning the' Eternal Father ; as of old 
When first the' Almighty from the dark abyss 
Of everlasting night and silence calFd 
The shining worlds with one creating word ; 
And raised from nothing all the heavenly hosts, 
And with eternal glories fill'd the void ; 
Harmonious seraphs tuned their golden harps, 
And with their cheerful Hallelujahs bless'd 
The bounteous author of their happiness ; 
From orb to orb the* alternate music rang. 
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And from the crystal arches of the sky 
Reached our then glorious world, the natiye seat 
Of the first happy pair, who join'd thw songs 
To the loud echos of the* angelic choirs. 
And fiird with blissful hymns, terrestrial heaven. 
The paradise of God, where all delights 
Abounded, and the pure ambrosial air, 
Fann*d by mild zephyrs, breathed eternal sweets. 
Forbidding death and sorrow ; and bestow'd 
Fresh heavenly bloom, and gay immortal youth. 

Not so, alas ! the vile apostate race. 
Who in mad joys their brutal hours employed. 
Assaulting with their impious blasphemies 
The Power supreme, who gave them life and breath ; 
Incarnate fiends ! outrageous they defied 
The' £temal*s thunder, and Almighty wrath 
Fearless provoked, which all the other devils 
Would dread to meet ; remembering well the day 
When driven from pure immortal seats above, 
A fiery tempest hurl'd them down the skies. 
And hung upon their rear, urging their fall 
To the dark, deep, unfathomable gulf. 
Where bound on sulphurous lakes to glowing rocks 
With adamantine chains, they wail their woes. 
And know Jehovah great as well as good ; 
And fix'd for ever by eternal Fate, 
With horror find His arm omnipotent. 

Prodigious madness ! that the sacred Muse, 
First taught in heave.n to mount immortal heights. 
And trace the boundless glories of the sky, 
Should now to every idol basely bow. 
And curse the deity she once adored ; 
Erecting trophies to each sordid vice. 
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And celebratiog the infernal praise 
Of haughty Lucifer, the desperate foe 
Of God and man, and winning ev«ry hour 
New votaries to Hell ; while all the fiends 
Hear these accursed lays, and thus outdone. 
Raging they try to match the human race. 
Redoubling all their hellish blasphemies,' 
And with loud curses rend the gloomy vault. 

Ungrateful mortals ! ah ! too late you'll find 
What 'tis to banter Heaven and laugh at Hell ; 
To dress up Vicie in false delusive charms. 
And with gay colours paint her hideous face. 
Leading besotted souls through flowery paths, 
In gaudy dreams, and vain fantastic joy s. 
To dismal scenes of everlasting woe ; 
When the great Judge shall rear his awful throne-, 
And raging flames surround the trembling globe. 
While the loud thunders roll from pole to pole. 
And the last trump awakes the sleeping dead ; 
And guilty souls to jg^hastly bodies driven. 
Within those dire eternal prisons shut. 
Expect their sad inexorable doom. 
Say now, ye men of wit ! what turn of thought 
Will please you then ? Alas, how dull and poor. 
E'en to yourselves, will your lewd flights appear!- 
How will you envy then the happy fate 
Of idiots ! and perhaps in vain you'll wish. 
You'd been as very fools as once you thought 
Others, for the sublimest wisdom scorn'd ; 
When pointed lightnings from the wrathful Judge 
Shall singe your laurels, and the men 
Who thought they flew so high, shall fall so low.. 

No more, my Muse, of that tremendous thought; 

c2 
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Kesume thy more delightful theme, and sing 
The' immortal man, that with immortal verse 
Kivals the hymns of angels, and like them 
Despises mortal critics' idle rules : 
While the celestial flame that warms thy soul 
Inspires us, and with holy transports moves 
Our labouring minds, and nobler scenes presents 
Than all the pagan poets ever sung, . 
Homer, or Virgil ; and far sweeter notes 
Than Horace ever taught his sounding lyre. 
And purer far, though Martial's self might seem 
A modest poet in our Christian days. 
May those forgotten and neglected lie ; 
No more let men be fond of fabulous gods. 
Nor heathen wit debauch one Christian line. 
While with the coarse and daubing paint we hide 
The shining beauties of eternal Truth, 
That in her native dress appears most bright. 
And charms the eyes of angels. — Oh ! like thee. 
Let every nobler genius tune his voice 
To subjects worthy of their towering thoughts. 
Let Heaven and Anna then your tuneful art 
Improve, and consecrate your deathless lays 
To Him who reigns above, and Her who rules 
below. 

JOSEPH 8TANDEN. 

April 17. 1706. 
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TO DR. WATTS, 

ON HIS DIVINE POEMS. 

Say, human seraph, whence that charming force, 
That flame ! that soul ! which animates each line ; 
And how it runs with such a graceful ease. 
Loaded with ponderpus sense ! Say, did not he. 
The lovely Jesus, who commands thy breast. 
Inspire thee with himself! With Jesus dwells. 
Knit in mysterious bands, the Paraclete, 
The breath of God, the everlasting source 
Of love ; and what is love in souls like thine. 
But air, and incense to the poet's fire ? 
Should an expiring saint, whose swimming eyes 
Mingle the images of things about him. 
But hear the least exalted of thy strains. 
How greedily he'd drink the music in. 
Thinking his heavenly convoy waited near ! 
So great a stress of powerful harmony. 
Nature unable longer to sustain. 
Would sink oppress'd with joy to endless rest. 
Let none henceforth of Providence complain. 
As if the world of spirits lay unknown. 
Fenced round with black impenetrable night ; 
What though no shining angel darts from thence. 
With leave to publish things conceal'd from sense. 
In language bright as theirs we are here told. 
When life its nanow round of years hath roU'd, 
What 'tis employs the blessed, what makes their 

l^liss ; 
Songs such as Watts's are, and love like his. 
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But then, dear sir, be cautious how you use, 
To, transports so intensely raised your Muse, 
Lest, while the' ecstatic impulse you obey, 
The soul leap out, and drop the duller clay. 

HENRY GROVE'. 
Sept. 4, 1706. 

^ A learned presbjterian divine, and master of an aca- 
demy at Taanton in Somersetshire. He died in 1737. 
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It has been a long complaint of the virtuous and 
refined world, that Poesy, whose original is di- 
vine, should be enslaved to vice and profaneness; 
that an art inspired from Heaven, should have so 
far lost the memory of its birth-place, as to be en- 
gaged in the interests of Hell. How unhappily is 
it perverted from its most glorious design ! How 
basely has it been driven away from its proper 
station in the temple of God, and abused to much 
dishonour ! The iniquity of men has constrained 
it to serve their vilest purposes ; while the sons 
of piety mourn the sacrilege and the shame. 

The eldest song which history has brought 
down to our ears, was a noble act of worship paid 
to the God of Israel, when his ' right-hand be- 
came glorious in power ; when thy right-hand, O 
Lord, dashed in pieces the enemy: the chariots 
of Pharaoh and his hosts were cast into the Red 
Sea ; thou didst blow with thy wind, the deep co- 
vered them, and they sank like lead in the mighty 
waters.' Exod, xv. This art was maintained sa- 
cred through the following ages of the church, and 
employed by kings and prophets, by David, Solo- 
mon, and Isaiah, in describing the nature and the 
glories of God, and in conveying grace or ven- 
geance to the hearts of men. By this method 
they brought so much of Heaven down to this 
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lower world, as the darkness of that dispensation 
would admit ; and now and then, a divine and poetic 
rapture lifted their souls far above the level of that 
economy of shadows, bore them away far into a 
brighter region, and gave them a glimpse of evan- 
gelic day. The life of angels was harmoniously 
breathed into the children of Adam, and their 
minds raised near to Heaved in melody and de- 
votion at once. 

In the younger days of heathenism the Muses 
were devoted to the same service : the language 
in which old Hesiod addresses them is this ; 

' Pierian Moses, famed for heavenlj lays. 
Descend and sing the God jour Father's praise.' 

And he pursues the subject in ten pious lines, 
which I could not forbear to transcribe, if the 
aspect and sound of so much Greek were not terri- 
fying to a nice reader. 

But some of the latter poets of the Pagan world 
have debased this divine gift ; and many of the 
writers of the first rank, in this our age of rational 
Christians, have, to their eternal shame, surpassed 
the vilest of the Gentiles. They have not only dis- 
robed Religion bf all the ornaments of verse, but 
have employed their pens in pious mischief, to de- 
form her native beauty, and defile her honours. 
They have exposed her most sacred character to 
drollery, and dressed her up in a most vile and ri- 
diculous disguise, for the scorn of the ruder herd 
of mankind. The vices have been painted like so 
. many Goddesses ; the charms of wit have been 
added to debauchery ; and the temptation heighten- 
ed, where Nature needs the strongest restraints. 
With sweetness of sound, and delicacy of ex- 
pression, they have given a relish to blasphemies 
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of the hanhest kind; and when they rant at their 
Maker in sonorous numbers, they fancy them* 
selves to have acted the hero well. 

Thus almost in vain have the throne and the 
pulpit cried reformation; while the stage and 
licentious poems have waged open war with the 
pious design of church and state. The press has 
spread the poison far, and scattered wide the mor^ 
tal infection. Unthinking youth have been en* 
ticed to sin beyond the vicious propensities of na* 
ture, plunged early into diseases and death, and 
sunk down to damnation in multitudes. Was it 
for this that Poesy was endued with all those 
allurements that lead the mind away in a pleasing' 
captivity? Was it for this, she was furnished with> 
so many intellectual charms, that she might seduce 
the heart from God, the original beauty, and the 
most lovely of beings? Can I ever be persuaded, 
that those sweet and resistless forces of metaphor, 
wit, sound, and number, were given with this de« 
sign, that they should be all ranged under the 
banner of the great malicious spirit, to invade the 
rights of Heaven, and to bring swift and everlast- 
ing destruction upon men? How will these allies 
of the nether world, the lewd and profane versi- 
fiers, stand aghast before the great Judge ; when 
the blood of many souls, whom they never saw, 
shall belaid to the charge of their writings, and be 
dreadfully requited at their hands ! The reverend 
Mr. Collier' has set this awful scene before them 
in just and flaming colours. If the application 
were not too rude and uncivil, that noble stanza 

^ In his ' Short View of the Immoralit/ and Profaneness 
of the Engiish Stage, &c/ 
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of my Lord Roscommon, on Psalm cxlviii* might 
be addressed to them : 

* Ye dragons, whose contagious breath 

Peoples the dark retreats of death, 

Change joar dire hissings into heavenly songs. 

And praise yoar Maker with yoar forked tong^ea.' 

This profanation and debasement of so divine 
an art, has tempted some weaker Christians to 
ima^ne that poetry and vice are naturally akin ; 
or at least, that verse is fit only to recommend' 
trifles, and entertain our looser hours, but is too 
light and trivial a method to treat any thing that 
is serious and sacred. They submit indeed, to 
use it in divine psalmody, but they love the driest 
translation of the Psalms best They submit, in- 
deed, to a doll hymn or two at church, in tunes 
of equal dulness ; but still they persuade them- 
selves and their children, that the beauties of 
poesy are vain and dangerous. All that arises a 
degree above Mr. Sternhold is too airy for wor- 
ship, and hardly escapes the sentence of ' unclean 
and abominable.' Tis strange, that persons thai 
have the Bible in their hands, should be led away 
by thoughtless prejudices to so wild and rash an 
opinion. Let me entreat them not to indulge this 
sour, this censorious humour too far; lest the sa- 
cred writers fall under the lash of their unlimited 
and unguarded reproaches. Let me entreat them 
to look into their Bibles, and remember the style 
and way of writing that is used by the ancient 
prophets. Have they forgot, or were they never 
told, that many parts of the Old Testament are 
Hebrew verse? and the figures are stronger, and 
the metaphors bolder, and the images more sur- 



I»REFAt;£« 



3$ 



prising and strange than ever were read in way 
profane writer. When Deborah sings her praises 
to the God of Israel, while he marched from the 
field of Edoin, she sets the ' earth a trembling, 
the heavens drop, and the mountains dissolve 
from before the Lord. They fought from Heaven ; 
the stars in their courses fought against Sisera: 
when the river of Kishon swept them away ; that 
ancient river, the river Kishon. O my soul, thou 
Ihast trodden down strength.' Judges, v. &c. 
hen Eliphaz, in the book of Job, speaks his 
tense of the holiness of God, he introduces a ma- 
shine in a vision : ' Fear came upon me, trembling 
m all ray bones, the hair of my iesh stood up ; 
spirit passed by and stood still, but its form was 
kndisi^rnible ; an image before mine eyes; and 
[ilence : then I heard a voice saying, *' Shall mor-^ 
man be more just than God]"' &c. Job iv^ 
hen he describes the safety of the righteous, he 
lides him from the scourge of the tongue, he 
lakes him laugh at destruction and famine, he 
^rings the stones of the field into league with him, 
id makes the brute animals enter into a covenant 
peace.' Job v^ 21, &c. When Job speaks of 
te grave, how melancholy is the gloom that he 
ireads over itf ' It is a region to which I must 
»rtly go, and whence I shall not return : it is a 
of darkness, it is darkness itself, the land of 
shadow of death ; all confusion and disorder, 
where the light is as darkness. This is my 
""^, there have I made my bed: I have said to 
ption, thou art my father; and to the worm^ 
art my mother and my sister: and for my 
who shall see it? I and my hope go down 

D 



34 PRBFACB. 

together to the bars of the pit.' Jo6 z. 21. lind xvni 

13. When he humbles himself in complainings 

before the almightiness of God, what contemptible 

and feeble images doth he use ! ' Wilt thou break 

a leaf driren to and fro I Wih thou pursue the 

diy stubble ? I consume away like a rotten things 

a garment eaten by the moth.' J'b6 xiii. 2&, &c* 

* Thou liftest me up to the wind, thou causest me 

to ride upon it, and dissolrest my substance.' 

«/o^ xxiii. ti3. Can any man inrent more despi' 

cable ideas to represent the scoundrel herd, and 

refuse of mankind, than those whidi Job uses! 

chap. xxs. and thereby he aggruTates his own 

sonows and reproaches to amaiement: 'They 

that are younger than 1, have me in derision : 

whose lathers 1 would hare disdained to ha¥« set 

with the dogs of my flock ; for want and fiunine 

they were solitary; fleeing^ into. the wilderness 

desolate and waste. They cut up mallows by 

the bushes, and juniper-roots for their meat. They 

were dnren forth from amon^ men, (they cried 

after them as after a thief) to dwell in the eiitibof 

the Taileys, in the cares of the «ardi» and m rocks;* 

Among^the bushes they brayed; under the nettles 

they were gathered toother; they were cUdxes 

of fools, yea, children of base men ; they were 

▼ilnr than the earth. And now am 1 their soi^, 

yea, I am their by-word,' <!fec. How UMMuniyi 

and ducted is the language oi his own sorrows! 

^Terrors are turned upon him, ^y pursue his soul 

as the wind, and hb welfiire passes away as a 

doud; lus bones are pierced within him, and his 

soul is poured out; h^ goes mourning without the 

sun, a brother to dragons, a companiott to owls; 
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while his harp and organ are turned into the voice 
of them that weep.' I must transcribe one half 
of this holy book, if I would show the grandeur, 
the variety, and the justness of his ideas, or the 
pomp and beauty of his expression. I must copy 
out a good part of the writings of David and 
Isaiah,' if I would represent the poetical exceU 
lences |of their thoughts and style. Nor is the 
language of the lesser prophets, especially in some 
paragraphs, much inferior to these. 

Now while they paint human nature in its va^ 
nous forms and circumstances, if their designing 
be so just and noble, their disposition so artful, 
and their colouring so bright, beyond the most 
famed human writers ; how much more must their 
descriptions of God and Heaven exceed all. that 
is possible to be said by a meaner tongue ? When 
they speak of the dwelhng-place of God, * He 
inhabits eternity, and sits upon the throne of his 
holiness, in the midst of light inaccessible.' When 
his holiness is mentioned, 'the heavens are not 
dean in his sight; he charges his angels with 
iblly: he looks to the moon, and it shineth not, 
and the stars are not pure before his eyes :' he is 
a jealous God, and a consuming fire.' If we 
speak of strength, ' Behold he is strong : he re- 
moves the mountains, and they know it not: he 
overturns them in his anger : he shakes^ the earth 
from her place, and her pillars tremble : he makes 
a path through the mighty waters, he discovers 
the foundations of the world ; the pillars of heaven 
are astonished at his reproof.' And after all« 
' these are but a portion of his ways : the thunder 
of his power who can understand]' His sove- 
reignty, his knowledge, and his wisdom, are re- 
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yealed to us in language vastly superior to all the 
poetical accounts of heathen divinity. ' Let the 
potsherds strive with the potsherds of the earth ; 
but shall the clay say to him that fashioneth it. 
What makest thou? he bids the heavens drop 
down from above, and lets the skies pour down 
righteousness. He commands the sun, and it 
riseth not, and he sealeth up the stars. It is he 
that saith to the deep. Be dry, and he drieth up 
the rivers. Woe to them that seek deep to hide 
their counsel from the Lord ; his eyes are upon all 
their ways, he understands their thoughts afar 
off. Hell is naked before him, and destruction 
hath no covering. He calls out all the stars by 
their names, he frustrateth the tokens of the 
liars, and makes the diviners mad : he turns wise 
men backward, and their knowledge becomes 
foolish.' His transcendent eminence above all 
things is most nobly represented, when he 'sits 
upon the circle of the earth, and the inhabitants 
thereof are as grasshoppers : all nations before him 
are as the drop of a bucket, and as the small dust 
of the balance : he takes up the isles as a very 
little thing ; Lebanon, with all her beasts, is not 
sufficient for a sacrifice to this God,* nor are all 
the trees ' sufficient for the burning.' This God 
before whom ' the whole creation is as nothing, 
yea, less than nothing, and vanity.' * To which 
of all the heathen gods then will ye compare me, 
saith the Lord, and what shall I be likened to V 
And to which of all the heathen poets shall we 
liken or compare this glorious orator, the sacred 
describer of the Godhead? The orators of all 
nations are as nothing before him, and their 
words are vanity and emptiness. Let us turn our 
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eyes now to some of the Holy Writings, where 
God is creating the world: how meanly do the 
best of the Gentiles talk and trifle upon this sub- 
ject, when brought into comparison with Moses, 
whom Longinus himself, a Gentile critic, cites as 
a master of^the sublime style, when he chose to 
use it; * and the Lord said, let there be light, and 
there was light ; let there be clouds and seas, sun 
and stars, plants and animals, and behold they 
are f he commanded, and they appear and obey: 
' By the word of the Lord were the heavens 
made, and all the host- of them by the breath of 
his mouth :' this is working like a God, with infi^^ 
nite ease and omnipotence. His wonders of Pro- 
vidence for the terror and ruin of his adversaries, 
and for the succour of his saints, is set before our 
eyes in the Scripture with equfd magnificence, and 
as becomes Divinity. When * he arises out of 
his place, the earth trembles, the foundations of 
the hills are shaken because he is wroth: there 
goes a smoke up out of his nostrils, and fire out of 
his mouth devoureth; coals are kindled by it* 
He bows the heavens, and comes down, and 
darkness is under his feet. The mountains melt 
like wax, and flow down at hb presence.* If 
Virgil, Homer, or Pindar, were to prepare an 
equipage for a descending God, they might use 
thunder and hghtning too, and clouds and fire, to 
fornix a chariot and horses for the battle, or the 
triumph ; but there is none of them provides him 
a flight of cherubs instead of horses, or seats him 
in chariots of salvation. ' David beholds him 
riding * upon the heaven of heavens, by his name 
Jah : he was mounted upon a cherub, and did 

d2 
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fiy, be flew oa the wings of the wind ;* and Hab- 
bakkuk ' sends the pestilence before him.' Homer 
keeps a mighty stir with his Ne^cXi/yf^cVa Zct/c : 
and Hesiod with his Zsvg vypifipsjLicnfg : Jupiter, 
that raises up the clouds, and that makes a noise, 
or thunders on high. But a divine poet makes 
the * clouds but the dust of his feet ; and when the 
Highest gives his voice in the heavens, hailstones 
and coals of fire follow.' A divine poet * disco- 
vers the channels of the waters, and lays open the 
foundations of nature ; at thy rebuke, O Lord, at 
the blast of the breath of thy nostrils.' When the 
Holy One alighted upon Mount Sinai, • his glory 
covered the heavens ; he stood and measured the 
earth : he beheld and drove asunder the nations, 
and the everlasting mountains were scattered : 
the perpetual hills did bow ; his ways are ever- 
lasting.' Then the prophet ' saw the tents of 
Cushan in affliction, and the curtains of the land 
of Midian did tremble.' Hab. iii. Nor did the 
Blessed Spirit which animated these writers forbid 
them the use of visions, dreams, the opening of 
scenes dreadful and delightful, and the introduc- 
tion of machines upon great occasions : the divine 
license in this respect is admirable and surprising, 
and the images are often too bold and dangerous 
for an uninspired writer to imitate. Mr. Dennis 
has made a noble essay, to discover how much 
superior is inspired poesy to the brightest and best 
descriptions of a mortal pen. Perhaps, if his 
Proposal of Criticism had been encouraged and 
pursued, the nation might have learned more value 
for the Word of God, and the wits of the age 
might have been secured from the danger of 
deism : while they must have been forced to con- 
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fess at least the divinity of all the poetical bookji 
of Scripture, when they ^ee a genius running 
through them more than human. 

Who is there now will dare to assert, that the 
doctrines of our holy faith will not indulge or 
endure a delightful dress? shall the French poet' 
afinght us by saying, 

' De la foy d* on Chretien lea mjstdres terribles, 
D'omemens 6g«jer ne sont point sasoeptibles !' 

But the French critic ', in his Reflections upon 
Eloquence, tells us, * that the majesty of our re- 
ligion, the holiness of its laws, the purity of its 
morals, the height of its mysteries, and the impor- 
tance of every subject that belongs to it, requires 
a grandeur, a nobleness, a majesty and elevation 
of style, suited to the theme : sparkling images 
and magnificent expressions must be used, and are 
best borrowed from Scripture : let the preacher, 
that aims at eloquence, read the prophets inces- 
santly, for their writings are an abundant source 
of all the riches and ornaments of speech.' And, 
in my opinion, this is far better counsel than Ho- 
race gives us, when he says, 

 Vos exemplaria Gneoa 
Nootnrna versate mana, versate dioroa. 

As in the conduct of my studies with regard to 
divinity, I have reason to repent of nothing more 
than that I have not perused the Bible with more 
frequency ; so if I were to set up for a poet, with 
a design to exceed all the modern writers, I would 
follow the advice of Rapin, and read the prophets 
night and day. I am sure, the composures of the 
following book would bave been filled with much 
greater sense, and appeared with much more 

' Boilean. -' Rapin. 
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agreeable ornaments, had I derived a larger jpor- 
tion from the Holy Scriptures. 

Besides, we may fetch a further answer to 
Mons. Boileau's objection, from other poets of his 
own country. What a noble use have Racine 
and Corneille made of Christian subjects, in some 
of their best tragedies ! what a variety of divine 
scenes are displayed, and pious passions awakened 
in those poems ! The Martyrdom of Polyeucte, 
how doth it reign over oiir love and pity, and at 
the same time animate our zeal and devotion I May 
I here be permitted the liberty to return my thanks 
to that fair and ingenious hand ^ that directed me 
to such entertainments in a foreign language, which 
I had long wished for, and sought in vain in our 
own ? Yet I must confess, that the Davideis, and 
the two Arthurs, have so far answered Boileau's 
objection, in English, as that the obstacles of at-^ 
tempting Christian poesy are broken down, and 
the vain pretence of its being impracticable, is 
experimentally confuted ^ 

It is true indeed the Christian mysteries have 
not such need of gay trappings as beautified, or 
rather composed, Uie heathen superstition. But 
this still makes for the greater ease and surer suc- 
cess of the poet. The wonders of our religion, in 
a plain narration and a simple dress, have a native 
grandeur, a dignity, and a beauty in them, though 
Uiey do not utterly disdain all inethods of oma^ 

* Philomela t Miss Singer, afterwards Mrs. Rowe^ 
^ Sir Richard Blackmore, in his admirable preface to his 
last poem, entitled Alfred, has more copioaslj refuted all 
Boileaa's arguments on this subject; and that with great 
justice and elegance. I am persuad6d that many persons 
who despise this poem, would acknowledge the just senti- 
ments of that preface. 
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ment. The book of the Revelations seem& to be 
a prophecy in the form of an opera, or dramatic 
poem, where divine art illustrates the subject with 
many charming glories ; but fitill it must be ac- 
knowledged, that the naked themes of Christianity 
have something brighter and bolder in them, some- 
thing more surprising and celestial, than all the 
adventures of gods and heroes ; all the dazzling 
images 'of false lustre, that form and garnish a 
heathen song. Here the very argument would 
give wonderful aids to the Muse, and the heavenly 
theme would so relieve a dull hour, and a lan- 
guishing genius ; that when the Muse nods, the 
sense would burn and sparkle upon the reader, 
and keep him feelingly awake. 

With how much less toil and expense might a 
Dryden, an Otway, a Congreve, or a Dennis, fur- 
nish out a Christian poem, than a modem play ? 
There is nothing amongst all the ancient fables, 
or later romances, that have two such extremes 
united in them, as the Eternal Ood becoming an 
infant of days; the possessor of the palace of 
heaven laid to sleep in a manger ; the holy Jesus, 
who knew no sin, bearing the sins of men in his 
body on the tree ; agonies of sorrow loading the 
soul of him who was God over all, blessed for 
ever; and the Sovereign of Life stretching his 
arms on a cross, bleeding and expiring. The Hea- 
ven and the Hell of our Divinity are infinitely more 
delightful and dreadful than the childish figments 
of a dog^ with three heads, the buckets of the 
Belides, the Furies with snaky hairs, or all the 
flowery stories of Elysium. And if we survey the 
one as themes divinely true, and the other as a 

• Gerberas. 
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medley of fooleries which we can never belieTe, 
the advantage for touching the springs of passion 
will fall infinitely on the side of the Christian poet: 
our wonder and our love, our pity, delight, and 
sorrow, with the long train of hopes and fears, 
must needs be under the command of an harmo- 
nious pen, whose every line makes a part of the 
reader's faith, and is the very life or death of his 
soul. 

If the trifling and incredible tales that furnish 
out a tragedy, are so armed by wit and fancy, as 
to become sovereign of the rational powers, to 
triumph over all the affections, and manage our 
smiles and our tears at pleasure ; how wondrous a 
conquest might be obtained over a wild world, and 
reduce it, at least, to sobriety ; if the same happy 
talent were employed in dressing the scenes of re- 
ligion in their proper figures of majesty, sweetness, 
and terror ! The wonders of Creating Power, of 
Redeeming Love, and Renewing Grace, ought not 
to be thus impiously neglected by those whom 
Heaven has endued with a gift so proper to adorn 
and cultivate them ; an art whose sweet insinua- 
tions might almost convey piety in resisting nature, 
and melt the hardest souls to the love of virtue. 
The affairs of this life, with their reference to a 
life tQ come, would shine bright in a dramatic de- 
scription ; nor is there any need or any reason why 
we should always borrow the plan or history from 
the ancient Jews, or primitive martyrs; Uiough 
several of these would furnish out noble materials 
for this sort of poesy : but modern scenes would 
be better understood by most readers, and the 
application would be much more easy. The an- 
guish of inward guilt, the secret stings, and racks. 
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the scourges of conscience; the sweet retiring 
hour, and seraphical joys of devotion ; the victory 
of a resolved soul over a thousaird temptations i 
tiie inimitable love and passions of a dying God ; 
the awful glories of the last tribunal ; the grand 
decisiye sentence, from which there is no appeal ; 
and the consequent transports or horrors of the 
two eternal worlds ; these things may be variously 
disposed, and form many poems. How might 
such performances, under a Divine Blessing, call 
back the dying piety of the nation to life and 
beauty ! This would make religion appear like it^ 
self; and confound the blasphemies of a profligate 
world, ignorant of pious pleasures. 

But we have reason to fear, that the tuneful 
men of our day have not raised their ambition to 
so divine a pitch. I should rejoice to see more of 
this celestial fire kindling within them; for the 
flashes that break out in some present and past 
writings, betray an infernal source. This, the in- 
comparable Mr. Cowley, in the latter end of his 
Preface, and the ingenious Sir Richard Black* 
more, in the beginning of his, have so pathetically 
described and lamented, that I rather refer the 
reader to mourn with them, than retain and tire 
him here. These gentlemen, in their large and 
laboured works of poesy, have given the world 
happy examples of what they wish and encourage 
in prose ; the one, in a rich variety of thought and 
fancy ; the other, in all the shining colours of pro- 
fuse and florid diction. 

If shorter sonnets were composed on sublime 
subjects, such as the Psalms of David, and the 
holy transports interspersed in the other sacred 
writings, of such as tiie moral Odes of Horace, 
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and the ancient Lyrics ; I persuade myself, that 
the Christian preacher would find abundant aid 
from the poet, in his design to diffuse virtue and 
allure souls to God. If the heart were first in- 
flamed from heaven, and the Muse were not left 
alone to form the devotion, and pursue a cold 
scent, but only called in as an assistant to the 
worship, then the song would end where the in- 
spiration ceasesk; the whole cemposure would be 
of a piece, all meridian light and meridian fervour; 
and the same pious flame would be propagated, 
and kept glowing in the heart of him that reads. 
Some of the shorter odes of the two poets now 
mentioned, and a few of the Reverend Mr« Nor- 
ris's Essays in verse, are convincing instances of 
the success of this proposal. 

It is my opinion also, that the free and uneon- 
fined numbers of Pindar, or the noble measures of 
Milton without rhyme, would best maintain the 
dignity of the theme, as well as give a loose to 
the devout soul; nor check the raptures of her 
faith and love. Though in my feeble attempts of 
this kind, I have too often fettered my thoughts 
in the narrow metre of our psalm translators : I 
have contracted and cramped the sense, or ren- 
dered it obscure and feeble,> by the too speedy 
and regular returns of rhyme. 

If my friends expect any reason of the following 
composures, and of the first or second publication, 
L^entreat them to accept of this account. 

The title assures them that poesy is not the bu- 
siness of my life ; and if I seized those hours of 
leisure, wherein my soul was in a more sprightly 
frame, to entertain them or myself, with a divine 
or moral song; I hope I shall find an easy pardon. 
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In the First Book are many odes which were 
Written to assist the meditations and worship of 
vulgar Christians, and with a design to be pub- 
lished in the volume of Hymns, which have now 
passed a second impression ; but upon the review, 
I found some expressions that were not suited to 
the plainest capacity, and the metaphors are too 
bold to please the weaker Christian, therefore I 
have allotted them a place here. 

Amongst the songs that are dedicated to Divine 
Love, I think I may be bold to assert, that I never 
composed one line of them with any other design 
than what they are applied to here ; and I have 
endeavoured to secure them all from being per- 
verted and debased to wanton passions, by several 
lines in them that can never be applied to a meaner 
love. Are not the noblest instances of the grace 
of Christ represented under the figure of a conjugal 
state, and described in one of the sweetest odes^ 
and the softest pastoral that ever was written? 
1 appeal to Solomon ^, in his Song, and his father 
David, in Psalm xlv. if David was the author : and 
I am well assured, that I have never indulged an 
equal licence. It was dangerous to imitate the 
sacred writers too nearly, in so nice an affair. 

The Poems sacred to Virtue, &c, were formed 
when the frame and humour of my soul was just 
suited to the subject of my verse. The image of 
my heart is painted in them; and if they meet 
with a reader whose soul is a-kin to mine, perhaps 
they may agreeably entertain him. The dulness 

7 Solomon's Song was maob more in use among preachers 
and writers of divinity when these poems were written than 
it is. now. 

40. £ 
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of the fancy, and coarseness of expression, will 
disappear ; the sameness of the humour will create 
a pleasure, and insensibly overcome and conceal 
the defects of the Muse. Young gentlemen and 
ladies, whose genius and education have given 
them a relish of oratory and verse, may be tempted 
to seek satisfaction among the dangerous diver- 
sions of the stage, and impure sonnets, if there be 
no provision of a safer kind made to please them. 
"While I have attempted to gratify innocent fancy 
in this respect, I have not forgotten to allure the 
heart to virtue, and to raise it to disdain brutal 
pleasure. The frequent interposition of a devout 
thought may awaken the mind to a serious sense 
of God, religion, and eternity. The same duty 
that might be despised in a sermon, when pro* 
posed to their reason, may here, perhaps, seize 
the lower faculties with surprise, delight, and de- 
votion at once; and'thus, by degrees, draw the 
superior powers of the mind to piety. Amongst 
the infinite numbers of mankind, there is not more 
difference in their outward shape and features, 
than in their temper and inward inclination . Some 
are more easily susceptive of religion in a grave 
discourse, and sedate reasoning. Some are best 
frighted from sin and ruin by terror, threatening, 
and amazement ; their fear is the properest pas- 
sion to which we can address ourselves, and be- 
gin the divine work : others can feel no motive 
so powerful as that which applies itself to their 
ingenuity, and their polished imagination. Now 
I thought it lawful to take hold of any handle of 
the soul, to lead it away betimes from vicious 
pleasures ; and if I could but make up a compo- 
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sition of virtue and delight, suited to the taste of 
well-bred youth, and a refined education, I had 
some hope to allure and raise them thereby above 
the vile temptations of degenerate nature, and cus- 
tom, that is yet more degenerate* When I have 
felt a slight inchnation to satire or burlesque, I 
thought it proper to suppress it. The grinning and 
the growling Muse are not hard to be obtained ; 
but I would disdain their assistance, where a 
manly invitation to virtue, and a friendly smile, 
may be successfully employed. Could I persuade 
any man by a kinder method, I should never think 
it proper to scold or laugh at him. 

Perhaps there are some morose readers, that 
stand ready to condemn every line that is written 
upon the theme of love ; but have we not the cares 
and the felicities of that sort of social life repre- 
sented to us iu the Sacred Writings ? Some eX'- 
pcessions are there used with a design to give a 
mortifying influence to our softest affections ; 
others again brighten the character of that state, 
and allure virtuous souls to pursue the divine ad- 
vantage of it, the mutual assistance in the way to 
salvation. Are not the cxxviith and cxxviiith 
Psalms indited on this very subject ? Shall it be 
lawful for the press and the pulpit to treat of it 
with a becoming solemnity in prose, and must the 
mention of the same thing in poesy be pronounced 
for ever unlawful 1 It is utterly unworthy of a se- 
rious character to write on this argument, because 
it has been unhappily polluted by some scurrilous 
pens? Why may I not be permitted to obviate a 
common and a growing mischief, while a thousand 
vile poems of the amorous kind swarm abroad^ 
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and give a vicious taint to the unwary reader? I 
would tell the world that I have endeavoured to 
recover this argument out of the hands of impure 
writers, and to make it appear, that virtue and 
love are not such strangers as they are repre- 
sented. The blissful intimacy of souls in that 
state, will afford sufficient furniture for the gravest 
entertainment in verse; so that it need not be 
everlastingly dressed up in ridicule, nor assumed 
only to furnish out the lewd sonnets of the times. 
May some happier genius promote the same ser- 
vice that I proposed ; and by superior sense, and 
sweeter sound, render what I have written con- 
temptible and useless. 

liie imitations of that noblest Latin poet of 
modem ages, CasimirSarbiewski of Poland, would 
need no excuse, did they but arise to the beauty of 
the original. I have often taken the freedom to 
add ten or twenty lines, or to leave out as many, 
that I might suit my song more to my own design, 
or because I saw it impossible to present the force, 
the fineness, and the fire of his expression in our 
language. Tliere are a few copies wherein I bor- 
rowed some hints from the same author, without 
the mention of his name in the title. Methinks I 
can allow so superior a genius now and then to be 
lavish in his imagination, and to indulge some ex- 
cursions beyond the limits of sedate judgment; the 
riches and glory of his verse make atonement in 
abundance. I wish some English pen would im- 
port more of his treasures, and bless our nation. 

The inscriptions to particular friends, are war- 
ranted and defended by the practice of almost all 
the lyric writers. They frequently convey the 
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rigid rules of morality to the miod in the softer 
method of applause. Sustained by their example, 
a man will not easily be overwhelmed by tiie hea- 
viest censures of the unthinking and unknowing ; 
especially when there is a shadow of this practice 
in the divine Psalmist, while he inscribes to Asaph 
or Jeduthuii his songs that were made for the 
harp, or, which is all one, his lyric odes, though 
they are addressed to God himself. 

In the 'poems of heroic measure,* I have at- 
tempted in rhyme the same variety of cadence, 
comma and period, which blank verse glories in, as 
its peculiar elegance and ornament. It degrades 
the excellency of the best versification when the 
lines run on by couplets, twenty together, just in 
the same pace, and with the same pauses. It 
spoils the noblest pleasure of the sound : the reader 
is tired with the tedious uniformity, or charmed to 
sleep with the unmanly softness of the numbers, 
and the perpetual chime of even cadences. . 

In the ' essays without rhyme,' I have not set 
up Milton for a perfect pattern ; though he shall be 
for ever honoured as our deliverer from the bond* 
His works contain admirable and unequaled in- 
stances of bright and beautiful diction, as well as 
majesty and sereneuess of thought. There are 
several episodes in his longer works, that stand in 
supreme dignity without a rival ; yet all that vast 
reverence with which I read his Paradise Lost, 
cannot persuade me to be charmed with every 
page of it. The length of his periods, and some- 
times of his parentheses, runs me out of breath : 
some of his numbers seem too harsh and uneasy. 
I could never believe that roughness and obscurity 

£2 
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added any thing to the true grandeur of a poem : 
nor will I ever affect archaisms, exoticisms, and a 
quaint uncouthness of speech, in order to become 
perfectly Miltonian. It is my opinion that blank 
verse may be written with all due elevation of 
thought in a modem style, without borrowing any 
thing from Chaucer's Tales, or running back so far 
as the days of Colin the Shepherd, and the re^ 
of the Fairy Queen. The oddness of an antique 
soiind gives but a false pleasure to the ear, and 
abuses the true relish, even when it works delight. 
There were some such judges of poesy among the 
old Romans, and Martial ingeniously laughs at one 
of them, that was pleased even to astonishment 
with obsolete words and figures, 

Attonltpsqqe legis terra! fragiferai. 

So the ill-drawn postures and distortions of shape, 
that we meet with in Chinese pictures, charm a 
sickly fancy by their very awkwardness; so a 
distempered appetite will chew coals and sand, 
and pronounce it gustful. 

In the Pindarics I have generally conformed my 
lines to the shorter size of the ancient, and avoided 
to imitate the excessive lengths to which some 
modern writers have stretched their sentences, and 
especially the concluding verse. In these tlie ear 
is the truest judge ; nor was it made to be enslaved 
by any precise model of elder or later times. 

After all, I must petition my reader to lay aside 
the sour and sullen air of criticism, and to assume 
the friend. Let him choose such copies to read at 
particular hours, when the temper of his mind is 
suited to the song. Let him come with a desire to 
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be entertained and pleased, rather than to seek his 
own disgust and aversion, which will not be hard 
to find. I am not so vain as to think there are no 
faults, nor so blind as to espy none : though I hope 
the multitude of alterations in this second edition 
are not without amendment. There is so large a 
difference between this and the former, in the 
change of titles, lines, and whole poems, as well as 
in the various transpositions, that it would be use- 
less and endless, and all confusion, for any reader 
to compare them throughout. The additions also 
make up almost half the book, and some of these 
have need of as many alterations as the former. 
Many a line needs the file to polish the roughness 
of it, and many a thought wants richer language to 
adorn and make it shine. Wide defects and equal 
superfluities may be found, especially in the larger 
pieces ; but I have at present neither inclination or 
leisure to correct, and I hope I n^ver shalf. It is 
one of the biggest satisfactions I take, in giving 
this volume to the world, that I expect to be for 
ever free from the temptation pf making or mend- 
ing poems again ^. So that my friends may be 
perfectly secure against this impression's growing 
waste upon their hands, and useless as the former 
has done. Let minds that are better furnished for 
such performances pursue these studies, if they 
are convinced that poesy can be made serviceable 
to religion and virtue. As for myself, I almost 
blush to think that I have read so little, and written 

' Nuturam expeUas furca licet ^ usque recurret. — Hor. 
Will this short note of Horace excase a man who has resisted 
natare many years, but has been sometimes oyercome ? 1736. 
^ition the 7tb. 
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In thee what endless wonders meet ! 

What various glory shines ! 
The crossing rays too fiercely beat 

Upon our fainting minds. 

Angels are lost in sweet surprise. 

If thou unveil thy grace ; 
And humble awe runs through the skies. 

When wrath arrays thy face. 

 

When mercy joins with majesty 

To spread their beams abroad. 
Not all their fairest minds on high 

Are shadows of a Go p. 

Thy works the strongest seraph sings 

In a too feeble strain. 
And labours hard on all his strings. 

To reach thy thoughts in vain. 

Created powers how weak they be I 

How short our praises fall ! 
So much akin to nothing we, 

And thou the' Eternal All. 
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ASKING LEAVE TO SING. 

Yet, mighty God, indulge my tongue. 

Nor let thy thunders roar. 
Whilst the young notes and venturous song 

To worlds of glory soar. 
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If thou my daring flight forbid. 

The Muse folds up her wings ; 
Or at thy word her slender reed 

Attempts almighty things. 

Her slender reed inspired by thee. 

Bids a new £den grow. 
With blooming life on every tree. 

And spreads a Heaven below. 

She mocks the trumpet's loud alarms, 

Fill'd with thy dreadful breath; 
And calls the' angelic hosts to arms. 

To give the nations death. 

But when she tastes her Saviour's love. 

And feels the rapture strong, 
Scarce the divinest harp above 

Aims at a sweeter song. 



GOD'S DOMINION AND DECREES. 

Keep silence, all created things. 

And wait your Maker's nod : 
The Muse stands trembling while she sings 

The honours of her God. 

life, Death, and Hell, and worlds unknown. 

Hang on his firm decree : 
He sits on no precarious throne. 

Nor borrows leave to be. 
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The' Almighty voice bid aDcient Nigbt 

Her endless realm resign. 
And lo ! ten thousand globes of light 

In fields of azure shine. 

Now Wisdom with superior sway 

Guides the vast moving frame. 
Whilst all the ranks of being pay 

Deep reverence to his Name. 

He spake ; the Sun obedient stood. 

And held the falling day : 
Old Jordan backward drives his flood. 

And disappoints the sea. 

Lord of the armies of the sky. 

He marshals all the stars ; 
Red comets lift their banners high. 

And wide proclaim his wars. 

Chained to his throne a volume lies. 

With all the fates of men. 
With every angel's form and size 

Drawn by the' Eternal Pen. 

His Providence unfolds the book. 
And makes his counsels shine : 

Each opening leaf, and every stroke. 
Fulfils some deep design. 

Here he exalts neglected worms 

To sceptres and a crown ; 
Anon the following page he turns, 
' And treads the -monarch down. 
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Not Gabriel asks the reason why. 

Nor God the reason gives ; 
Nor dares the favourite angel pry 

Between the folded leaves. 

My God, I never long'd to see 

My fate with curious eyes. 
What gloomy lines are writ for me. 

Or what bright scenes shall rise. 

In thy fair book of life and Grace. 

May I but find my name, 
Reco^rded in some humble place 

Beneath my Lord, the Lamb ! 



DIVINE JUDGMENTS. 

Not from the dust my- sorrows spring, 
Nor. drop my comforts from the lower skies; 

Let all the baneful planets shed 

Their mingled curses on my head. 
How vain their curses, if the' Eternal King 
Look through the clouds, and bless me with his eyes. 

Creatures with all their boasted sway 

Are but his slaves, and must obey ; 

They wait their orders from above. 
And execute his word, the vengeance, or the love. 

Tis by a warrant from his hand 
The gentler gales are bound to sleep ; 

The north-wind blusters, and assumes command 
Over the desert and the deep ; 

40. F 
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Old Boreas with his freezing powers 
Turns the earth iron, and makes the ocean glass. 
Arrests the dancing rivulets as they pass. 

And chains them moveless to their shores ; 
The grazing ox lows to the gelid skies. 
Walks o'er the marble meads with withering eyes. 
Walks o'er the solid lakes, snuffs up the wind, and 
dies. 

Fly to the polar world, my song. 
And mourn the pilgrims there (a wretched throng,!) 

Seized and bound in rigid chains, 
A troop of statues on the Russian plains. 
And life stands frozen in the purple veins. 

Atheist, forbear ! no more blaspheme : 
God has a thousand terrors in his name, 

A thousand armies at command. 

Waiting the signal of his hand. 
And magazines of frost, and magazines of flame. 

Dress thee in steel to meet his wrath ; 

His sharp artillery from the north [frame. 

Shall pierce thee to the soul, and shake thy mortal 

Sublime on Winter s rugged wings 

He rides in arms along the sky. 
And scatters fate on swains and kings ; 

And flocks and herds, and nations die ; 

While impious lips, profanely bold. 
Grow pale ; and, quivering at his dreadful cold. 

Give their own blasphemies the lie. 

The mischiefs that infest the earth. 
When the hot dog-star fires the realms on high. 

Drought and disease, and cruel dearth. 
Are but the flashes of a wrathful eye 

From the incensed Divinity. 
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In vain our parching palates thirst. 
For vital food in vain we cry. 
And pant for vital breath ; 
The verdant fields are burp*d to dust, 
The Sun has drunk the channels dry. 

And all the air is death : 
Ye scourges of our Maker's rod, 
Tis at his dread command, at his imperial nod, 
You deal your various plagues abroad. 

Hail, whirlwinds, hurricanes, and floods. 

That all the leafy standards strip. 

And bear down with a mighty sweep 
The riches of the fields, and honours of the woods ; 

Storms, that ravage o'er the deep. 
And bury millions in the waves ; 

Earthquakes, that in midnight sleep [graves; 
Turn cities into heaps, and make our beds our 

While you dispense your mortal harms, 
Tis the Creator's voice that sounds your loud 

alarms. 
When guilt with louder cries provokes a God to 
arms. 

for the message from above 
To bear my spirits up ! 

Some pledge of my Creator's love 
To calm my terrors and support my hope ! 

Let waves and thunders mix and roar, 
Be thou my God, and the whole world is mine : 

While thou art Sovereign, I'm secure : 

1 shall be rich till thou art poor ; 

For all I fear, and all I wish. Heaven, Earth, and 
Hell, are thine. 
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EARTH AND HEAVEN. 

Hast thou not seen, impatient boy. 
Hast thou not read the solemn truth, 
That grey experience writes for giddy youth 
On every mortal joy ; 
* Pleasure must be dash'd with pain V 
And yet with heedless haste 
The thirsty boy repeats the taste ; 
Nor hearkens to despair, but tries the bowl again. 
The rills of pleasure never run sincere ; 

(Earth has no unpolluted spring) 
From the cursed soil some dangerous taint they 

bear ; ' 

So roses grow on thorns, and honey wears a sting. 

In vain we seek a Heaven below the sky ; 

The world has false, but flattering charms : 
Its distant joys show big in our esteem. 
But lesson still as they draw near the eye ; 
In our embrace the visions die, 
And when we grasp the airy forms 
We lose the pleasing dream. 

Earth with her scenes of gay delight 

Is but a landscape rudely drawn. 

With glaring colours, and false light ; 

Distance commends it to the sight, 
For fools to gaze upon ; 

But bring the nauseous daubing nigh, 
Coars^ and confused the hideous figures lie. 
Dissolve the pleasure, and offend the eye. 
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Look up, my soul, pant toward the' eternal hills; 

Those heavens are fairer than they seem ; 
There pleasures, all smcere, glide on in crystal rills. 

There not a dreg of guilt defiles. 
Nor grief disturbs the stream. 

That Canaan knows no noxious thing, 

No cursed soil, no tainted spring. 
Nor roses grow on thorns, nor honey wears a sting. 



FELICITY ABOVE. 

No, 'tis in vain to seek for bliss ; 

Eor bliss can ne*er be found. 
Till we arrive where Jesus is, 

And tread on heavenly ground. 

There 's nothing round these painted skies. 

Or round this dusty clod ; 
Nothing, my soul, that's worth thy joys, 

.Or lovely as thy God. 

Tis Heaven on earth to taste his love. 

To feel his quickening grace ; 
And all the Heaven I hope above. 

Is but to see his face. 

Why move my years in slow delay ? 

O God of ages ! why 1 
Let the spheres cleave, and mark my way 

To the superior «ky. 

f2 
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Dear Sovereign, break these vital stringy 

That bind me to my daj ; 
Take me, Uriel, on thy wings. 

And stretch and soar away. 



SELFCONSECRATION. 

It grieves me, Lord, it grieves me sore. 
That I have lived to thee no more. 

And wasted half my days ; 
My inward powers shall burn and flame 
With zeal and passion for thy name, 
I would not speak, but for my God, nor move but 
to his praise. 

What are my eyes, but aids to see 
The glories of the Deity 

Inscribed with beams of light 
On flowers and stars ? Lord, I behold 
The shining azure, green and gold ; [my sight. 
But when I try to read thy name, a dimness veib 

Mine ears are raised when Virgil sings 
Sicilian swains, or Trojan kings. 

And drink the music in : 
Why should the trumpet's brazen voice. 
Or oaten reed, awake my joys, [begin? 

And yet my heart so stupid lie, when sacred hymns 

Change me, O Grod ! my flesh shall be 
An instrument of song to thee. 
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And tilou the notes inspire : 
My tongue shall keep the heavenly chime, 
My cheerful pulse shall beat the time, [spire. 
And sweet variety of sound shall in Uiy praise con- 

The dearest nerve about my heart. 
Should it refuse to bear a part 
With my melodious breath, 
I'd tear away the vital chord, 
A bloody victim to my Lord, 
A^d live without that impious string, or show my 
zeal in death. 



THE CREATOR AND CREATURES, 

God is a name my soul adores, 
The' Almighty Three, the* Eternal One ; 

Nature and grace, with all their powers, 
Confess the infinite Unknown. 

From thy great Self thy being springs, 

Thou art thine own original. 
Made up of uncreated things. 

And self-sufficience bears them all. 

Thy voice produced the seas and spheres. 
Bid the waves roar, and pUnet? shine ; 

But nothing like Thyself appears. 
Through all these spacious works of thine. 

Still restless Nature dies and grows : 
From change^to change the creatures run :* 

Thy being no succession knows. 
And all thy vast designs are one 
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A glance of thioe nras through the globes. 

Rules the bright worids, and moves their frame : 

Broad sheets of light compose thy robes ; 
Thy guards are fonn'd of Uving flame. 

Thrones and dominions round thee fall. 

And worship in submissiYe forms ; 
Thy presence shakes this lower ball. 

This Uttle dwelling-place of worms. 

How shall affiighted mortals dare 

To sing thy glory or thy grace. 
Beneath thy feet we he so far. 

And see but shadows of thy face ? 

Who can bdiold the biasing light? 

Who can approach consuming flame I 
None but thy wisdom knows thy might ; 

None but thy word can speak thy name. 



THE NATIVITY OF CHRIST. 

* Shepherds, rejoice, lift up your eyes. 

And send your fears away ; 
News from the region of the skies. 
Salvation 's born to-day. 

* Jesus, the God whom angds fear. 

Comes down to dwell with you ; 
To-day he makes his entranoe heie. 
But not as monardis do. 
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' No gold, nor purple dwaddliog bands. 

Nor royal shining things ; 
A manger for his cradle stands. 

And holds the King of kings. 

* Go, shepherds, where the infant lies. 

And see his humble throne ; 
With tears of joy in all your eyes. 

Go, shepherds, kiss the Son.' 

Thus Gabriel sang, and straight around 

The heavenly armies throng ; 
They tune their harps to lofty sound. 

And thus conclude the song : 

' Glory to God that reigns above. 

Let peace surround the earth : 
Mortals shall know their Maker's love. 

At their Redeemer's birth.' 

Lord ! and shall angels have their soi^. 

And men no tunes to raise ? 
O may we lose these useless tongues 

When they forget to praise ! 

Glory to God that reigns above. 

That pitied us forlorn ; 
We join to sing our Maker's love. 

For there 's a Saviour born. 
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GOD GLOMOUS, AND SINNERS SAVED. 

Father, how wide thy glory sfaioes ! 

How high thy wonders rise ! 
Known through the earth by thousand signs. 

By thousand through the skies. 

Those mighty orbs proclaim thy power. 

Their motions speak thy skill ; 
And on the wings of every hour 

We read thy patience still. 

Part of thy name divinely stands 

On all thy creatures writ. 
They show the labour of thine hands. 

Or impress of thy feet. 

But when we view thy strange design 

To save rebellious worms. 
Where vengeance and compassion join 

In their divinest forms ; 

Our thoughts are lost in reverend awe : 

We love and we adore : 
The first archangel never saw 

So much of God before. 

Here the whole Deity is known. 

Nor dares a creature guess 
Which of the glories brightest shone. 

The justice or the grace. 
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When sinners broke the Father's laws. 

The dying Son atones ; 
Oh, the dear mysteries of his cross ! 

The triumph of his groans ! 

Now the full glories of the Laml^ 

Adorn the heavenly plains ; 
Sweet cherubs learn Immanuel's name. 

And try their choicest strains. 

O may I bear some humble part 

In that immortal song ! 
Wonder and joy shall tune my heart. 

And love command my tongue. 



THE PENITENT PARDONED. 

Hence from my soul, my sins, depart. 
Your fatal friendship now I see : 

Long have you dwelt too near my heart. 
Hence, to eternal distance flee. 

Ye gave my dying Lord his wound. 
Yet I caress'd your viperous brood. 

And in my heart-strings lapped you round ; 
You, the vile murderers of my God. 

Black heavy thoughts, like mountains, roll 
O'er my poor breast, with boding fears, 

And crushing hard my tortured soul. 
Wring through my eyes the briny tears. 
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FoipTe my treasons. Prince of Grace, 
The bloody Jews were traitors too ; 

Yet thon hast pray'd for that caised race, 
' Father, they know not what they do.' 

Great Advocate ! look down and see 

A wretch, whose smarting sorrows bleed ; 

plead the same excuse for me ! 
For, Lord, I knew not what I did. 

Peace, my complaints ; let every groan 
Be still, and silence wait his love ; 

Compassions dwell amidst his throne. 
And through his inmost bowels move. 

Lo, from the everlasting skies. 
Gently, as morning dews distil. 

The Dove immortal downward flies. 
With peaceful olive in his bill. 

How sweet the voice of pardon sounds ! 
Sweet the relief to deep distress ! 

1 feel the balm thatbeals my wounds^ 
And all my powers adore the grace. 
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THE HUMBLE INQUIRY, 

A FRENCH' SONNET IMITATED.- 1^5. 



Grand Dieo, tes Jogemens, &c. 

Grace rales below, and sits enthroned &boye. 
How few the sparks of wrath ! how slow they move. 
And drop and die in boundless seas of love! 

But me, vile wretch, should pitying love embrace 
Deep in its ocean. Hell itself would blaze. 
And flash and burn me, through the boundless seas. 

Yea, Lord, my guilt to such a vastness grown 
Seems to confine thy choice to wrath alone. 
And calls thy power to vindicate thy throne. 

Thine honour bids ' avenge thine injured name,* 
Thy slighted loves a dreadful glory claim. 
While my moist tears might but incense thy flame. 

Should Heaven grow black, almighty thundei^roar. 
And vengeance blast me, I could plead no more ; 
But own thy justice dying, and adore. 

Yet can those bolts of death that cleave the flood 
To rea^h a rebel, pierce this sacred shroud. 
Tinged in the vital stream of my Redeemer's blood? 



40. G 
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A HYMN OF PRAISE 

FOR THREE GREAT SALVATIONS, VIZ, 

1.' From the Spanish Invasion, 1588. 

2. From the Gunpowder Plot, Nov. 5, 1606. 

3. From Poperj and Slavery, by Kinji^ WilUan»« of glorioiw 

Memory, who landed Nov. 5, 1688. 

Composed Nov. 5, 1696. 



THE FIRST PART. 

Infinite God, thy counsels stand 

Like mountains of eternal brass. 
Pillars to prop our sinking land. 

Or guardian rocks to break the seas. 

From pole to pole thy name is known. 
Thee a whole Heaven of angels praise, 

Our labouring tongues would reach thy throne 
With the loud triumphs of thy grace. 

Part of thy church, by thy command. 
Stands raised upon the British isles ; 

' Thercf,' said the Lord, ' to ages stand. 
Firm as the everlasting hills.* 

In vain the Spanish ocean roar'd ; 

Its billows sweird against our shore. 
Its billows sunk beneath thy word. 

With all the floating war they bore. 
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< Come/ Baid the sons of bloody Rome, 
* Let us provide new arms from Hell ;' 

And down they digg'd through earth's dark womb» 
And ransacked all the burning cell. 

Old Satan lent them fiery stores. 
Infernal coal, and sulphurous flame. 

And all that burns, and all that roars, 
Outrageous fires of dreadful name. 

Beneath the senate and the throne. 

Engines of hellish thunder lay ; 
There the dark seeds of fire were sown. 

To spring a bright, but dismal day. 

Thy love beheld the black design. 
Thy love that guards our island round ; 

Strange ! how it quench'd the fiery mine. 
And crush'd the tempest under ground. 



THE SECOND PART. 

Assume, my tongue, a nobler strain. 
Sing the new wonders of the Lord ; 

The foes revive their powers again. 
Again they die beneath his sword. 

Dark as our thoughts our minutes roll. 
While tyranny possess'd the throne. 

And murderers of an Irish soul 
Ran, threatening death, through every town. 

The Roman priest, and British prince, 
Join'd their best force, and blackest charms, 

And the fierce troops of neighbouring France 
Offer'd the service of their arms. 
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'Tis done ! they cried, and langfa*d aloud. 
The courts of darkness rang with joy, 

The^ old serpent hiss'd, and Hell grew proud^ 
While Zion mourn'd her rui^ nigh. 

But, lo ! the great Deliverer sails, 
Commission'd from Jehovah*s hand^ 

And smiling seas, and wishing gales^ 
Convey him to the longing land. 

The happy day, and happy year ', 

Both in our new salvation meet : 
The day that quench'd the burning snare. 

The year that burn'd the' invading fleet'. 

Now did thine arm, O God of hosts ! 

Now did thine arm shine dazzling bright, 
The sons of might their hands had lost. 

And men of blood forgot to fight. 

Brigades of angels lined the way. 
And guarded William to his throne ; 

There, ye celestial warriors, stay. 
And make his palace like your own. 

Then, mighty God, the earth shall kno\y 
And learn the worship of the sky : 

Angels and Britons join below. 
To raise their hallelujahs high. 

All hallelujah, heavenly Ring ! 
While distant lands thy victory sing. 
And tongues their utmost powers em{rfoy. 
The world's bright roof repeats the joy. 

» Not. 6, 1688. « jjof. 6, 1588, 
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THE INCOMPREHENSIBLE. 

Far in the Heavens my God retires. 
My God, the mark of my desires. 

And hides his lovely face ; 
When he descends within my view. 
He charms my reason to pursue, 
But leaves it tired and fainting iq the' unequal chase. 

Or, if I reach unusual height 

Till near his presence brought. 
There floods of glory check my flight. 
Cramp the bold pinions of my wit. 

And all untune my thought ; 
Plunged in a sea of light I roll. 
Where wisdom, justice, mercy shines; 
Infinite rays in crossing lines [my soul. 

Beat thick confusion on my sight, and overwhelm 

Come to my aid, ye fellow-minds. 
And help me reach the throne ; 
(What single strength in vain designs. 

United force hath done; 
Thus worms may join, and grasp the poles. 

Thus atoms fill the sea) 
But the whole race of creature-souls, 
Stretch'd to their last extent of thought, plunge 
and are lost in thee. 

Great God ! behold my reason lies 
Adoring ; yet my love would rise 

G2 
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On pinions not her own : 
Faith shall direct her humble flight. 
Through all the trackless seas of light. 
To thee, the* Eternal Fair, the Infinite Unknown ! 



DEATH AND ETERNITY. 

My thoughts, that often mount the skies. 

Go, search the world beneath 
Where Nature all in ruin lies. 

And owns her sovereign. Death. 

The tyrant, how he triumphs here ! 

His trophies spread around ! 
And heaps of dust and bones appear 

Through all the hollow ground. 

These skulls, what ghastly figures now ! 

How loathsome to the eyes ! 
These are the heads we lately knew 

So beauteous and so wise. 

But where the souls, those deathless things. 

That left this dying clay ? 
My thoughts, now stretch out all your wings 

And trace Eternity. 

O that unfathomable sea ! 

Those deeps without a shore ! 
Where living waters gently play> 

Or fiery billows roar. 
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Thus must we leave the banks of life. 

And try this doubtful sea ; 
Vain are our groans, and dying strife. 

To gain a moment's stay. 

There we shall swim in heavenly bliss. 

Or sink in flaming waves. 
While the pale carcass thoughtless lies 

Amongst the silent graves. 

Some hearty friend shall drop his tear 

On our dry bones, and say^ 
' These once were strong, as mine appear, 

And mine must be as they.' 

Thus shall our mouldering members teach 

What now our senses learn : 
For dust and ashes loudest preach 

Man^s infinite concern. 



A SIGHT OF HEAVEN IN SICKNESS. 

Oft have I sat in secret sighs. 

To feel my fiesh decay, 
Then groan'd aloud with frighted eyes. 

To view the tottering clay. 

But I forbid my sorrows now. 
Nor dares the flesh complain ; 

Diseases bring their profit too; 
The joy overcomes the pain. 
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My cheeffbl soul now all tibe day 

Sits waiting here and aings; 
Looks throDgh the mins of her day* 

And practises her wings. 

Faith almost changes into sight. 

While from a&r she sfiies 
Her fair inheiituioe, in light 

Above created skies. 

Had but the piiscm waDs been strong. 

And firm without a flaw. 
In daikness she had dwelt too long. 

And less of glory saw. 

But now the everlasting hills 
Through every dunk a|>pear. 

And something of the joy she feels 
While she's a prisoner here. 

The shines of Heaven rush sweetly in 

At all the gapng flaws ; 
Visions of endless bliss aie seen ; 

And native air she draws. 

O may these walls stand totteiing stiD, 

The breaches never dose. 
If I must here in darkness dwcD, 

And all this gloiy lose ! 



Or rather let Ms flesh decay. 

The ruins wider grow. 
Till glad to see the* ealaiged way, 

I stretch my pinions through. 
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THE UNIVERSAL HALLELUJAH. 

PSALM CXLVIII. PARAPHRASED. 

Praise ye the Lord witli joyful ton^e, 
Ye powers that guard his throne ; 

JESUSy the man, shall lead the song, 
The God inspire the tune. 

Gabriel, and all the* immortal choir 

That fill the realms above, 
Sing; for he form'd you of his fire^ 

And feeds you with his lore. 

Shine to his praise, ye crystal skies. 

The floor of his abode. 
Or veil your little twinkling eyes 

Before a brighter God. 

Thon restless globe of golden light, 
Whose beams create our days. 

Join with the silver queen of night, 
To own your borrowed rays. 

Blush and refund the honours paid 

To your inferior names ; 
Tell the blind world your orbs are fed 

By his o'erflowiug flames. 

Winds, ye shall bear his name aloud 

Through the etheriai blue; 
For when his chariot is a cloud, 

He makes his wheels of you. 
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Thunder and hail, and fires and storms^ 

The troops of his command. 
Appear in all your dreadful forms. 

And speak his awful hand. 

Shout to the Lord, ye surging seas. 

In your eternal roar ; 
Let wave to wave resound his praise, . 

And shore reply to shore : 

While monsters sporting on the flood, ^ 

In scaly silver shine. 
Speak terribly their Maker-God, 

And lash the foaming brine. 

But gentler things shall tune his name 

To softer notes than these. 
Young zephyrs breathing o'er the stream. 

Or whispering through the trees. 

Wave your tall heads, ye lofty pines, 

To him that bid you grow. 
Sweet clusters, bend the fruitful vines 

On every thankful bough. 

Let the shrill birds his honour raise. 

And climb the morning sky : 
While groveling beasts attempt his praise 

In hoarser harmony. 

Thus while the meaner creatures sing. 

Ye mortals take the sound, 
Echo the glories of your King 

Through all the nations round. 
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The' Eteraa] Name must fly abroad 

Brom Britain to Japan ; 
And the whole race shall bow to God, 

That owns the name of man. 



THE ATHEIST'S MISTAKE. 

Laugh, ye profane, and swell and burst 

With bold impiety : 
Yet shall ye live for ever cursed, • 

And seek in vain to die. 

The gasp of your expiring breath 
Consigns your souls to chains. 

By the last agonies of death 
Sent down to. fiercer pains. 

Ye stand upon a dreadful steep. 

And all beneath is Hell ; 
Your weighty guilt will sink you deep. 

Where the old serpent fell. 

When iron slumbers bind your flesh, 
, With strange surprise you'll find 
Immortal vigour spring lUfresh, 
And tortures wake the mind I 

Then you 11 confess, the frightfiil names 
Of plagues you scom*d l^fore. 

No iiiore shall look like idle dreams. 
Like. foolish tales no more. 
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Then shall ye cvse that fiital day, 
(With flames npoD yoar toogaes) 

When yon exchanged your souls nway 
For vanity and songs. 

Behold the saints rej<Hce to die. 

For Heaven shines round their heads ; 

And angel-guards, prepared to fly. 
Attend dieir fainting beds. 

Their longing s|Mrits part, and -rise 

To their celestial seat ; 
Above these minable' sides 

They make their last retreat. 

Hence, ye profane, I hate your ways, 

I walk with pious souls ; 
There's a wide difference in owr raee. 

And distant are our goals. 



THE LAW GIVEN AT SINAI. 

Arm thee with d^under, heavenly Muse, 
And keep the' expecting woild in awe ; 
Oft hast thou sung in gentler mood 
The melting mercies of thy God ; 
Now give thy fiercest fires a loose. 

And sound his dreadful law : 
To Israel first the words were spoke. 
To Israel freed firom £gypt*s y<Ae, 
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Inhuman bondage ! The hard galling load 
Over-press*d their feeble souls. 
Bent their knees to senseless bulls. 
And broke their ties to God. 

Now had they pass'd the' Arabian bay, 
And march'd between the cleaving sea; [way. 
The rising waves stood guardians of their wondrous 
But fell with most impetuous force 
On the pursuing swarms, 
And buried Egypt all in arins. 
Blending in watery death the rider and his horse ; 
O'er struggling Pharaoh rolFd the mighty tide. 
And saved the labours of a pyramid. 
Apis and Ore in vain he cries. 
And all his hoi^ned gods beside, 
He swallows fate with swimming eyes. 
And cursed the Hebrews as he died. 

Ah ! foolish Israel, to comply 
With Memphian idolatry ! 
And bow to brotes (a stupid slave). 
To idols impotent to save I 
Behold thy God, the Sovereign of the sky. 
Has wrought salvation in the deep. 
Has bound thy foes in iron sleep. 

And raised thine honours high : 
His grace forgives thy follies past. 

Behold he comes in majesty. 

And Sinai's top proclaims his law : 
Prepare to meet thy God in haste ; 
But keep an awful distance still : 
Let Moses round the sacred hill 

The circling limits draw. 
40. H 
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Hark ! the shrill echoes of the trumpet roar. 
And call the tremfbling armies near; 
Slow and unwilling they appear. 

Rails kept them from the mount before, ' 
Now from the rails their fear : 

^was the same herald, and the trump tiie same 
Which shall be blown by high command. 
Shall bid the wheels of Nature stand. 
And Heaven's eternal will proclaim. 
That time shall be no more. 

Thus while the labouring angel swelFd the sound. 
And rent the skies, and shook the ground. 
Uprose the' Almighty ; round his sapphire seat 

Adoring thrones in order fell ; 

The lesser powers at distance dwell. 
And cast their glories down successive at his feet; 

Gabriel the great prepares his way, 
* Lift up your heads, eternal doors,' he cries ; 

The' eternal doors his word obey, 
^ Open, and shoot celestial day 
Upon the lower skies. 

Heaven's mighty pillars bow'd their head. 
As their Creator bade. 
And doMcn Jehovah rode from the superior sphere, 
A thousand guards before, and myriads in the rear. 

His chariot was a pitchy cloud. 
The wheels beset with burning gems. 
The winds in harness with the flames 
Hew o'er the' etherial road ; 

Down through his magazines he pass'd 
Of hail, and ice, and fleecy snow. 

Swift roll'd the triumph, and as fast 
Did hail, and ice, in melted rivers flow. 
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The day was mingled with the night. 
His feet on solid darkness trod. 
His radiant eyes proclaim'd the God, 
And scatter'd dreadful light ; 
He breathed, and sulphur ran, a fiery stream : 
He spoke, and (though with unknown speed he 

came) 
Chid the slow tempest, and the lagging flame. 

Sinai received his glorious flight, 
With axle red and glowing wheel 

Did the wing'd chariot light. 
And rising smoke obscured the burning hill. 
Lo, it mounts in curling waves, 
Lo, the gloomy pnde out-braves 
The stately pyramids of fire ; 
The pyramids to heaven aspire. 
And mix with stars, hut see their gloomy offspring 
higher. 
So have you seen ungrateful ivy grow 
Round the tall oak that six score years has stood« 
And proudly shoot a leaf or two 
Above its kind supporter's utmost bough. 
And glory there to stand the loftiest of the wood. 

Forbear, young Muse, forbear ; 

The flowery things that poets say. 

The little arts of simile 

Are vain and useless here ; 
Nor shall the burning hills of old 

With Sinai be compared. 
Nor all that lying Greece has told^ 

Or learned Rome has heard ; 
iBtna shall be named no more, 

iEtna jthe torch of Sicily; 
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Not half so high 
Her lightnings fly. 
Not half so loud her thunders roar 
'Cross the Sicanian sea, to fright the* Italian shore. 
Behold the sacred hill: its trembling spire 
Quakes at the terrors of the fire. 
While all below its verdant feet 
Stagger and reel under the* Almighty weight: 
Press'd with a greater than feigned Adas* load. 
Deep groan*d the mount ; it never bore 
Infinity before. 
It bow'd, and shook beneath the burden of a God. 

Fresh horrors seize the camp ; despur. 

And dying groan^, torment the air. 

And shrieks, and swoons, and deaths were there ; 

The bellowing thunder and the lightning's blaze 
Spread through the host a wild amaze ; 

Darkness on every soul, paleness on every face : 
Confused and dismal were the cries. 
Let Moses ispeak, or Israel dies : 
Moses the spreading terror feels. 
No more the man of God conceals 
His shivering and surprise : 

Yet, with recovering mind, commands [bands. 

Silence, and deep attention, through the Hebrew 
Hark ! from the centre of the flame. 
All arm'd and feather'd with the same. 

Majestic sounds break through the smoky cloud : 
Sent from the All-creating tongue, 
A flight of chefubs guard the words along, 

^nd bear their fiery law to the retreating crowd. 

' I am the Lord : 'tis I proclaidi 
That glorious. and that fearful name. 
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Thy God and King : ^twas I, that broke 
Thy bondage, and the' Egyptian yoke : 
Mine is the right to speak roy will. 
And thine the duty to fulfil. 

Adore no God beside me, to provoke mine eyes ; 

Nor worship me in shapes and forms that men 
devise ; 

With reverence use my name, nor turn my words 
to jest; 

Observe my sabbath well, nor dare profane my rest; 

Honour, and due obedience to thy parents give ; 

Nor spill the guiltless blood, nor let the guilty live : 

Preserve thy body chaste^and flee the'unlawfulbed; 

Nor steal thy neighbour's gold, his garment, or his 
bread ; 

Forbear to blast his name with falsehood, or deceit* 

Nor let thy wishes loose upon his large estate.' 



REMEMBER YOUR CREATOR, ETC, 



£CCL£SIASTES XII. 



Children, to your Creator, God, 

Your early honours pay. 
While vanity and youthful blood 

Would tempt your thoughts astray. 

The memory of his mighty name 
Demands your first regard : 

Nor dare indulge a meaner flame 
Till you have loved the Lord. 

h2 
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Be wise, and make his laToor sure. 

Before the mournful days 
When youth and mirth are known no more. 

And hfe and strength decays. 

No more the blessings of a feast 

Shall relish on the tongue. 
The heavy ear forgets the taste 

And pleasure of a song. 

Old age, with all her dismal train. 

Invades your golden years 
With sighs aud groans, and raging pain. 

And death that never spares. 

What will ye do when light departs. 
And leaves your withering eyes. 

Without one beam to cheer your hearts. 
From the superior skies ? 

How will you meet God's frowuing brow. 

Or stand before his seat. 
While Nature's old supporters bow, 

Nor bear their tottering weight? 

Can you expect your feeble arms 

Shall make a strong defence. 
When Death, with terrible alarms, 

Summons the prisoner hence ? 

The silver bands of Nature burst. 

And let the building fall ; 
The flesh goes down to mix with dust. 

Its vile original. 
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Laden with guilt, (a heavy load) 

IJncleansed and unforgiven, 
The soul returns to' an angry God, 

To be shut out from Heaven. 



SUN, MOON, AND STARS, 

PRAISE YE THE LORD. 

Fairest of all the lights above. 

Thou Sun, whose beams adorn the spheres. 
And with unwearied swiftness move. 

To form the circles of our years ; 

Praise the Creator of the skies, 
That dress'd thine orb in golden rays ; 

Or may the Sun forget to rise. 
If he forgets his Maker's praise. 

Thou reigning beauty of the night, 
Fair queen of silence, silver Moon, 

Whose gentle beams, and borrowed light. 
Are softer rivals of the noon ; 

Arise, and to that Sovereign Power 
Waxing and waning honours pay. 

Who bid thee rule the dusky hour, 
And half supply the absent day. 

Ye twinkling stars, who gild the skies 
When darkness has its curtain drawn. 

Who keep your watch, with wakeful eyes. 
When business, cares, and day are gone : 
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Proclaini the glories of your Lord, 
Dispersed through all the heaFenly stseet. 

Whose boundless treasures cau afford 
So rich a pavement for his feet. 

Thou Heaven of heavens, supremely bright. 
Fair palace of the court divine. 

Where, with inimitable light. 
The Godhead condescends to shine; 

' Praise thou thy great Inhabitant, 

Who scatters lovely beams of grace 
On every angel, every saint. 
Nor veils the lustre of his face. 

O God of glory, God of love. 

Thou art the Sun that makes our days : 

With all thy shining works above. 
Let earth and dust attempt thy praise. 



THE WELCOME MESSENGER. 

Lord, when we see a saint of thine 

Lie gasping out his breath. 
With longing eyes and looks divine. 

Smiling and pleased in death ; 

How we could e'en contend to lay 

Our limbs upon that bed ! 
We ask thine envoy to convey 

Our spirits in his stead. 
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Our souls are rising on the wing, ' 

To venture in his place ; 
For when grim Death has lost his sting. 

He has an angel's face. 

Jesus, then purge my crimes away, 

Tis guilt creates my fears, 
Tb guilt gives Death its fierce array. 

And all the arms it bears. 

Oh ! if my threatening sins were gone. 

And Death had lost his sting, 
I could invite the angel on. 

And chide his lazy wing. 

Away these interposing days. 

And let the lovers meet ; 
The angel has a cold embrace 

jBut kind, and soft, and sweet. 

I 'd leap at once my seventy years, 

I 'd rush into his arms, 
And lose my breath, and all my cares. 

Amidst those heavenly charms. 

Joyful I*d lay this body down. 

And leave the lifeless clay. 
Without a sigh, without a groan, 

Aqd stretch and soar away. 
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SINCERE PRAISE. 

Almighty Maker, Grod! 

How wondrous is thy Dame I 
Tliy gloiies how diffused abroad 

Through the creation's frame ! 

Nature in every dress 

Her humble homage pays. 
And finds a thousand ways to' express 

Thine undissembled praise. 

In native white and red 

The rose and lily stand. 
And free from pride, their beauties spread. 

To show thy skilful hand. 

The lark mounts up the sky 

With unambitious song. 
And bears her Maker s praise on high 

Upon her artless tongue. 

My soul would rise and sing 

To her Creator too. 
Fain would my tongue adore my King, 

And pay the worship due. 

But pride, that busy sin. 

Spoils all that I perform ; 
Cursed pride, that creeps securely in. 

And swells a haughty worm. 
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Thy glories I abate. 

Or praise thee with design ; 
Some of thy favours I forget. 

Or think the merit mine. 

The very songs I frame. 

Are faithless to thy cause. 
And steal the honours of thy name 

To build their own applause. 

Create my soul anew. 

Else all my worship *s vain; 
This wretched heart will ne'er be true. 

Until 'trs form'd again. 

Descend, celestial fire. 

And seize me from above. 
Melt me in flames of pure desire, 

A sacrifice to love. 

Let joy and worship spend 

The remnant of my days. 
And to my God, my soul, ascend. 

In sweet perfumes of praise. 
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TRUE LEARNING. 

PARTLY IMITATED FROM A FRENCH SORIIBT OF M. POIRET. 

Happy the feet that shilling Truth has led 
With her own hand to tread the path she please. 
To see her natiye lostre round her spread. 

Without a Teily without a shade, 
AU beauty, and all light, as in herself she is. 

Our senses cheat us with the pressing crowds 
Of painted shapes they thrust upon the mind : 
The truth they show lies wrapp*d in serenfold 
Our senses cast a thousand clouds [shrouds. 
On nnentighten*d souls, and leave them doubly 
blind. 

I hate the dust that fierce disputers raise, ^ 

And lose the mind in a wild maie of thought: 
What empty triflings, and what subtile ways. 

To fence and guard by rule and rote ! [not. 
Our God will never charge us, that we knew them 

Toudi, heaTenly Word,0 touch these curious sool^ 
Since I have heard but one soft hint from thee. 
From all the vain opinions of the schools 

(That pageantry of knowing fools) 
I feel my powers released, and stand divinely free. 

Twas this Almighty Word that all things made. 
He grasps whole Nature in his single hand ; 
All the eternal truths in him are laid. 

The ground of all things, and their head, [stand. 
The dncle where they move, and centre where they 
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Without his aid I have no sure defence. 
From troops of errors that besiege me round; 
But he that rests his reason and his sense 

Fast here, and never wanders hence, 
Immoveable he dwells upon unshaken ground. 

Infitiite Truth ! the life of my desires. 
Come from the sky, and join thyself to me; 
I'm tired with hearing, and this reading tires ; 

But never tired of telling tbee, 
Tis thy fair face alone my spirit burns to see. 

Speak to my soul, alone ; no other hand 
Shall mark my path out with delusive art : 
All Nature, silent in his presence stand. 
Creatures, be dumb at his comipand. 
And leave his single voice to whisper to my heart. 

Retire, my soul, within thyself retire. 
Away from sense and every outward show : 
Nor let my thoughts to loftier themes aspire. 

My knowledge now on wheels of fire 
May mount and spread above, surveying all below. 

The Lord grows lavish of his heavenly light, 
And pours whole floods on such a mijid as this : 
Fled from the eyes she gains a piercing sight. 

She dives iato the infinite. 
And sees unutterable things in that unknown abyss. 



40. 
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TRUE WISDOM. 

Pronounce him ble^s'd, my Muse, whom Wis^ 

dom guides 
In her own path to her own heavenly seat ; 
Through all the storms his soul securely glides. 

Nor can the tempests, nor the tides. 
That rise and roar around, supplant his steady feet« 

Earth, you may let your golden arrows fly. 
And seek, in vain, a passage to his breast. 
Spread all your painted toys to court his eye. 

He smiles, and sees them vainly try 
To lure his soul aside from her eternal rest. 

Our headstrong lusts, like a young fiery horse. 
Start, and flee raging in a violent course ; 
He tames and breaks them,manages and rides them. 
Checks their career, and turns and guides them. 
And bids his reason bridle their licentious force. 

Lord of himself, he rules his wildest thoughts. 
And boldly acts what calmly he design'd. 
Whilst he looks down and pities human feults ; 

Nor can he think, nor can he find 
A plague like reigning passions, and a subject mind. 

But oh ! His mighty toil to reach this height. 
To vanquish self is a laborious art; 
What manly courage to sustain the fight. 

To bear the noble pain, and part [heart ! 

With those dear charming tempters rooted in the 
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Tis hard to stand when all the passions move. 
Hard to awake the eye that passion blinds, 
To rend and tear out this unhappy love. 

That clings so close about our minds, [finds. 
And where the' enchanted soul so sweet a poison 

Hard ; but it may be done. Come, heavenly fire. 
Come to my breast, and with one powerful ray 
Melt off my lusts, my fetters : I can bear 

A while to be a tenant here. 
But not be chain'd and prison'd in a cage of clay. 

Heaven is my home, and I must use my wings ; 
Sublime above the globe my flight aspires : 
I have a soul was made to pity kings. 
And all their little glittering things ; ^ 
I have a soul was made for infinite desires. 

Loosed from the earth, my heart is upward flown : 
Farewell, my friends, and all that once was mine ; 
Nor, should you fix my feet on Caesar's throne. 

Crown me, and call the world my own. 
The gold that binds my broWs could ne'er my soul 
confine. 

I am the Lord's, and Jesus is my love ; 
He, the dear God, shall fill my vast desire. 
My flesh below ; yet I can dwell above. 

And nearer to my Saviour move ; [spire. 

There all my soul shall centre, all my powers con- 
Thus £ with angels live ; thus half divine 
I sit on high, nor mind inferior joys : 
Pill'd with his love, I feel that God is mine. 

His glory is my great design. 
That everlasting project all my thought employs. 



06 LTRIC POEMS. B. I. 



SONG TO CREATING WISDOM. 

PART I. 

Eternal Wtsdom, thee we praifte. 

Thee the creation sings ; 
With thy loud name^ rocks, hills, and seas, 

And HeaTen*s high palace rings. 

Place me on the bright wings of day. 

To travel with the Sun ; 
With what amaze shall I survey 

The wonders thou hast done ! 

Thy hand how wide it spread the sky, 

How glorious to behold ! 
Tinged with a blue of heavenly dye. 

And starr'd with sparkling gold^ 

There thou hast bid the globes of light 

Their endless circles run ; 
There the pale planet rules the night. 

And day obeys the Sun. 

PART II. 

Downward I turn my wondering eyes 

On clouds and storms below. 
Those under regions of the skies 

Thy numerous glories show. 
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The noisy winds stand ready there 

Thy orders to obey. 
With sounding wings they sweep the air, 

To make thy chariot way. 

There, like a trumpet, loud and strong. 

Thy thunder shakes our coast : 
While the red lightnings wave along. 

The banners of thine host. 

On the thin air, without a prop. 

Hang fruitful showers around : 
At thy command they sink, and drop 

Their fatness on the ground. 

PART III. 

Now to the earth I bend my song. 

And cast my eyes abroad, 
Olancing the British isles along ; 

Bless'd isles, confess your God. 

^ow did his wondrous skill array 

Your fields in charming green ; 
A thousand herbs his art display, 

A thousand flowers between ! 

Tall oaks for future navies grow. 

Fair Albion's best defence ; 
While corn and vines rejoice below. 

Those luxuries of sense. 

The bleating flocks his pasture feeds : 

And herds of larger size. 
That bellow through the lindian meads. 

His bounteous hand supplies. 

12 
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FART IV, 

We see the Tbames cuess die shores. 

He gvides her sillier flood : 
While angiy Se^era sweOs uid roars, 

Xet hears her mler, God. 

Hie rolliiig mountehis of die deep 
Obsenre hb slrong ooauDiaiid ; 

His breadi can raise die billows steep. 
Or sink dien to the saad« 

Amidst thy wateiy kingdoms. Lord, 

Hie finny nations play. 
And scaly monsters, at thy word. 

Rush throi^^ thenortheni sea. 

PART ¥• 

Thy glories blaze all Nature round. 

And strike the gaang sight. 
Through skies, and seas, and solid ground. 

With terror and delight. 

Infinite strength, and equal skill. 
Shine through the worids abroad. 

Our souls with vast amaiement fill. 
And speak the builder God. 

But the sweet beauties of thy grace 

Our softer passions move ; 
Pity divine in Jesus' (ace 

We see, adore, and love ! 
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GOD'S ABSOLUTE DOMINION. 

Lord, when my thoughtful soul surveys 

Fire, air, and earth, and stars, and seas, 

I call them all thy slaves ; 
Commissioned by my Father s will. 
Poisons shall cure, or balms shall kill ; 

Vernal suns, or Zephyr s breath. 
May bum or blast the plants to death 

That sharp December saves ; 

What can winds or planets boast 

But a precarious power 1 
The Sun is all in darkness lost, 
Frost shall be fire, and fire be frost, , 

When he appoints the hour. 

Lo, the Norwegians near the polar sky 

Chafe their frozen limbs with snow ; 

Their frozen limbs awake and glow ; 

The vital flame, touched with a strange supply. 
Rekindles, for the God of life is nigh ; 
He bids the vital flood in wonted circles flow. 

dold steel, exposed to northern air. 
Drinks the meridian fury of the midnight Bear, 

And bums the* unwary stranger there. 

Inquire, my soul, of ancient fame. 
Look back two thousand years, and see 
The' Assyrian prince transformed a brute, 
For boasting to be absolute : 



100 LYRIC POEMS. B. I. 

Once to his court the God of Israel came, 
A King more absolute than he. 
I see the furnace blaze with rage 
Sevenfold : I see amidst the flame 
Three Hebrews of immortal name ; 

They move, they walk across the burning stage 

Unhurt, and fearless, while the tyrant stood 
A statue ; fear congeal'd his blood ; 
Nor did the raging element dare 
Attempt their garments, or their hair ; 

It knew the Lord of Nature there. 

Nature, compell'd by a superior cause, 
Now breaks her own eternal laws. 
Now seems to break them, and obeys 
Her Sovereign Ring in different ways. 
Father, how bright thy glories shine ! 
How broad thy kingdom, how divine ! 

Nature, and Miracle, and Fate, and Chance, are 
thine.  

Hence from my heart, ye idols, flee, 

Ve sounding names of vanity ! 

No more my lips shall sacrifice 

To Chance and Nature, tales and lies : 
Creatures without a God can yield me no supplies. 

What is the sun, or what the shade. 

Or frosts, or flames, to kill or save ? 
His favour is my life, his lips pronounce me dead ; 

And, as his awful dictates bid. 

Earth is my mother,, or my grave. 
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CONDESCENDING GRACE. 

IN 

IMITATION OF PSAL>f CXIV, 

When the Eternal bows the skies. 

To yisit earthly things. 
With scorn divine he turns his eyes 

From towers of haughty kings : 

Rides on a cloud disdainful by 

A Sultan, or a Czar ; 
Laughs at the worms that rise so high. 

Or frowns then^ from afar ; 

He bids his awful chariot roll /> - 
Far downward from the skies, [^\ 

To yisit every humble soul, 

With pleasure in his eyes, ^^:::-^ 

Why should the Lord that reigns above 

Disdain so lofty kings ? 
Say, Lord, and why such looks of love 

Upon such worthless things ? 

Mortals, be dumb ; what creature dares 

Dispute his awful will ? 
Ask no account of his affairs. 

But tremble, and be still. 

Just like his nature, is his grace. 

All sovereign, and all free ; 
Great God, how searchless are thy ways ! 

How deep thy judgments be ! 
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THE INFINITE. 

Some seraph, lend your heavenly toogue. 

Or harp of golden string. 
That I may raise a lofty song 

To our Eternal King. 

Thy names, how infinite they be ! 

Great Everlasting. One ! 
Boundless thy might and majesty. 

And uBconfined thy throne. 

Thy glories shine of wondrous me. 
And wondrous large thy grace ; 

Immortal day breaks Irom thine eyes. 
And Gabriel veils his face. 

Thine essence is a vast abyss. 

Which angels cannot sound. 
An ocean of infinities 

Where all our thoughts are drown'd. 

The mysteries of creation lie 

Beneath enlighten'd minds ; 
Thoughts can ascend above the sky. 

And fly before the winds. 

Reason may grasp the massy hills. 
And stretch from pole to pole ; 

But half thy name our spirit fills. 
And overloads our soui. 
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In Tain our haughty reason Bwells, 

For nothing 's found in thee 
But boundless unooDcetvables, 

And vast eternity. 



CONFESSION AND PARDON. 

Alas, my aching heart ! 
Here the keen torment lies ; 
It racks my waking hours with smart, 
And frights my slumbering eyes. 

Guilt will be hid no more. 
My griefs take vent apace. 
The crimes that blot my conscience o'er 
Flush crimson in my face. 

My sorrows, like a flood. 
Impatient of restraint^ 
Into thy bosom, O my God ! 
Pour out a long complaint. 

This impious heart of mine 
Could once defy the Lord, 
Could rush with violence on to sin, 
In presence of thy sword. 

How often have I stood 
A rebel to the skies. 
The calls, the tenders of a God, 
And Mercy's loudest cries ! 
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He offers all his g^race. 
And all his Heaven to me ; 
Offers ! but 'tis to senseless brass. 
That cannot feel nor see. 

Jesus the Saviour stands 
To court me from above. 
And looks and spreads his wounded hands. 
And shows the prints of love. 

But I, a stupid fool. 
How long have I withstood 
The blessings purchased with his soul^ 
And paid for all in blood ! 

The heavenly Dove came down. 
And tender'd me his wings 
To mount me upwards to a crowir. 
And bright immortal things. 

Lord, I *m ashamed to say 
That I refused thy Dove, 
And sent thy Spirit grieved away. 
To his own realms of love. 

Not all thine heavenly charms, 
Nor terrors of thy hand, 
Could force me to lay down my arms, 
And bow to thy command. 

Lord, 'tis against thy face 
My sins like arrows rise, 
And yet, and yet (O matchless grace !) 
Thy thunder silent lies. 
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O shall I never feel 
The meltiDgs of thy love ? 
Am I of such hell-hardened steel 

That Mercy cannot move ? 

• 

Now for one powerful glaoce. 
Dear Saviour, from thy face ! 
This rebel heart no more withstands. 
But sinks beneath thy gra<5e< 

Overcome by dying love I fall. 
Here at thy cross I lie ; 
And throw my flesh, my soul, my all. 
And weep, and love, and die. 

' Rise, (says the Prince of Mercy) rise, 
(With joy and pity in his eyes :) 
Eise, and behold my wounded veins. 
Here flows the blood to wash thy stains. 

' See my great Father reconciled :* 
He said. And lo, the Father smiled ; 
The joyful chembs clapped their wings. 
And sounded grace on all their strings. 



40. 
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YOUX6 MEN AND MAIDENS, OLD MEN 

AND BABES, 

PRAISE TE THE LORD. 
Psalm exlTiii. 12. 

Sons of Adam, bold and young. 

In the wild mazes of whose veins 

A flood of fiery vigoor reigns. 
And wields your active Kmbs, with hardy sinews 

Fall prostrate at the' eternal throne [strong ; 

Whence your precarious powers depend ; 
Nor swell as if your lives were all your own. 

But choose your Maker for your friend ; 

His favour is your life, his arm is your support. 
His hand can stretch your days, or cut your minutes 
short. 

Virgins, who roll your artful eyes. 
And shoot delicious danger thence ; 
Swift the lovely Hghtning flies. 
And melts our reason down to sense ; 

Boast not of those withering charms 
That must yield their youthful grace 
To age and wrinkles, earth and worms : 

But love the Author of your smiling face ; 

That heavenly Bridegroom claims your blooming 
O make it your perpetual care [hours ; 

To please that Everlasting Fair ! 

His beauties are the sun, and but the shade is yours . 
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Infants, whose different destinies 
Are wove with threads of different size ; 
But from the same spring-tide of tears. 
Commence your hopes, and joys, and fears, 
(A tedious train !) and date your following years : 
Break your first silence in his praise 

Who wrought your wondrous frame : 
With sounds of tenderest accent raise 

Young honours to his name ; 
And consecrate your early days 

To know the Power Supreme. 

Ye heads of venerable age. 

Just marching off the mortal stage ; 

Fathers, whose vital threads are spun 
As long as e'er the glass of life would run ; 

Adore the hand that led your way 

Through flowery fields a fair long summer's day ; 

Gasp out your soul in praises to the Sovereign 

Power [hour. 

That set your west so distant from your dawning 



FLYING FOWL, AND CREEPING THINGS, 

PRAISE YE THE LORD. 

Psalm cxl?iii. 10. 

Sweet flocks, whose soft enamel'd wing 
Swift and gently cleaves the sky ; 
Whose charming notes address the Spring 

With an artless harmony : 

Lovely minstrels of the field. 

Who in leafy shadows sit. 

And your wondrous structures build, 
Awake your tuneful voices with the dawninig light ; 
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To Nalnre^s God your fiist devolioBs pay. 

Ere 3^o« salute die lisuig day, 
Tis he c$Bs up the Son, aad gifes Mm ewerj imy. 

Seqieats, wlio oVr the meadows slide, 
Aad wear opoo your sluniag back 
NuBMrous imnks of gandy piide. 
Which thousand mjugtiug (»lours make; 
Let the fierce glauoes of your e3fes 
Rebate their baklul fiie : 
Ib hanaless play twist and uufold 
The Tolnmes of your scaly gold : 
Tbat lich embioideiy of your gay attire, 
Prodainis your Maker kind aad wise. 

Insects and mites, of mean degree. 
That swarm in myiiads o*er the land. 
Moulded by Wisdom's artful hand. 
And cuii'd and painted with a YaiicMis die ; 
In your innumerable forms 
Praise him that wears the* etheiial crowB, 
Aad bends his l<ifity counsels down 
To despicable worms. 



THE 

COMPARISON AND COMPLAINT. 

Infinite Power, eternal Lord, 
How soYerdgn is thy hand ! 

All Nature rose to' obey thy woid. 
And moTes at thy oommand. 
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With steady course thy shining Sua * 

Keeps his appointed way ; 
And all the hours obedient run 

The circle of the day. 

But ah ! how wide my spirit flies, 

And wanders from her God ! 
My soul forgets the heavenly prize, 

And treads the downward road. 

The raging fire, and stormy sea. 

Perform thine awful will, 
And every beast, and every tree. 

Thy great designs fulfil ; 

While my wild passions rage within, 

Nor thy commands obey ; 
And flesh and sense, enslaved to sin,* 

Draw my best thoughts away. 

Shall creatures of a meaner frame 

Pay airtheir dues to thee ? 
Creatures, that never knew thy name. 

That never loved like me ? 

Great God ! create my soul silnew. 

Conform my heart to thine. 
Melt down my will, and let it flow. 

And take the mould divine. 

Seize my whole frame into thy hand ; 

Here all my powers I bring ; 
Manage the wheels by thy command. 

And govern every spring. 

k2 
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Then shall my feet no more depart. 

Nor wandering senses rore ; 
Devotion shall be all my heart. 

And all my passions love. 

Then not the Sun shall more than I 

His Maker's law perform. 
Nor travel swifter through the sky. 

Nor with a zeal so warm. 



GOD SUPREME AND SELF-SUFFJCIENT. 

What is our Ood, or what his name. 
Nor men can learn, nor angels teach ; 

He dwells conceaFd in radiant flame. 

Where neither eyes nor thoughts can reach. 

The spacious worlds of heavenly light. 
Compared with him, how short they fall ! 

They are too dark, and he too bright, 
Nothing are they, and God is all. 

He spoke the wondrous word, and lo ! 

Creation rose at his command : 
Whirlwinds and seas their limits know, 

Bound in the hollow of his hand. 

There rests the earth, there roll Uie spheres. 
There Nature leans, and feels her prop : 

^ut hi9 own self-sufficience bears 
The weight of his own glories up. 
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The tide of creatures ebbs and flows, 
Meaisuring their changes by the moon : 

No ebb his sea of glory knows ; 
His age is one eternal noon. 

Then fly, my song, an endless round. 

The lofty tune let Michael raise ; 
All Nature dwell upon the sound, 

0ut we can Qe*er fulfil the praise. 



JESUS THE ONLY SAVIOUR. 

Adam, our father and our head. 
Transgressed; and Justice doom'd us dead; 
The fiery law speaks all despair. 
There's no reprieve, nor pardon there. 

Call a bright council in the skies ; 
' Seraphs the mighty and the wise. 
Say, what expedient can you give. 
That sin be damn'd, and sinners live ? 

' Speak, are you strong to bear the load. 
The weighty vengeance of a God 1 
Which of you loves our wretched race. 
Or dares to venture in our place f 

In vain we ask ; for all around 

Stands silence through the heavenly grouqd : 

There's not a glorious mind above 

Has half the strength, or half the love. 
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But, O anutterable grace ! 
The^ eternal Son takes Adam*s piaoe z 
Down to our world the Saviowr flies. 
Stretches his naked aims, and 



Justice was pleased to bruise the Grod, 
And pay its wrongs with heavenly blood ; 
What unknown racks and pangs he bore ! 
Then rose: — The law could ask no more. 

Amazing work ! look down, ye skies. 
Wonder and gaze with all your eyes ; 
Ye heavenly thrones, stoop from above. 
And bow to this mysterious love. 

See, how they bend ! See, how they look 
Long they had read the* eternal book. 
And studied dark decrees in vain. 
The cross and Calvary make them plain. 

Now they are struck with deep amaae. 
Each wiUi his wings conceals his face ; 
Now clap their sounding plumes, and ciy, 
' The wisdom of a Deity !* 

Low they adore the' incarnate Son, 
And sing the glories he hath won ; 
Siog how he broke our iron chains. 
How deep he sunk, how high he reigns. 

Triumph and reign, victorious Lord, 
By all thy flaming hosts adored : 
And say, dear Conqueror, say, how long. 
Ere we shall rise to join their song. 
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Lo ! from afar the promised day 
Shines with a welL-distiDguish^d ray ; 
But my wing'd passion hardly bears 
These lengths of slow delaying years. 

Send down a chariot from above, 
With fiery wheels, and paved with love ; 
Raise me beyond the' etberial blue^ 
To sing and love as angels do. 



LOOKING UPWARD. 

The Heavens invite mine eye. 
The stars salute me round ; 
Father, I blush, I mourn to lie 
Thus groveling on the ground. 

My warmer spirits move. 
And make attempts to fly ; 
I wish aloud for wings of love 
To raise me swift and high. 

Beyond those crystal vaults. 
And all their sparkling balls ; 
They're but the porches to thy courts^ 
And paintings on thy walls. 

Vain world, farewell to you ; 

Heaven is my native air : 
I bid my friends a short adieu, 
' Impatient to be there. 



114 £YRIC POEMS. B. I. 

I feel my powers released 

From their old fleshy clod ; 
Fair guardian, bear me up in haste. 

And set me near my God. 



CHRIST DYING, RISING, AND REIGNING. 

He dies ! the heavenly Lover dies ! 
The tidings strike a doleful sound 
On my poor heart-strings : deep he lies 
' In the cold caverns of the ground. 

Come, saints, and drop a tear or two 
On the dear bosom of your God, 

He shed a thousand drops for you, 
A thousand drops of richer blood. 

Here's love and grief beyond degree, 
' The Lord of Glory dies for men ! 
But lo, what sudden joys I see ! 
Jesus the dead revives again. 

The rising God forsakes the tomb. 
Up to his Father's court he flies ; 

Cherubic legions guard him home. 
And shout him welcome to the skies. 

Break off your tears, ye saints, and tell 
How high our great Deliverer reigns. 

Sing how he spoiled the hosts of Hell,. 
And led the monster Death in chains. 
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Say, * Live for ever, wondious King I 
Bora to redeem, and strong to save !' 

Then ask the monster, Where's his sting? 
And where 's thy victory, boasting Grave ? 



THE GOD OF THUNDER. 

O THE immense, the' amazing height. 
The boundless grandeur of our God, 

Who treads the worlds beneath his feet, 
And sways the nations with his nod ! 

He speaks ; and lo, all Nature shakes. 
Heaven's everlasting pillars bow ; 

He rends the clouds with hideous cracks, 
And shoots his fiery arrows through. 

Well, let the nations start and fly 
At the blue lightning's horrid glare, . 

Atheists and emperors shrink and die. 
When flame and noise torment the air. 

Let noise and flame confound the skies. 
And drown the spacious realms below, 

Yet will we sing the Thunderer's praise, 
And send our loud hosannas through. 

Celestial King, thy blazing power 
Kindles our hearts to flaming joys, 

We shout to hear thy thunders roar. 
And echo to our Father's voice. 
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Thus shall the God our Saviour comey 
And lightnings round his chariot play i 

Ye lightnings, fly to make him room, 
ITe glorious storms, prepare his way. 



THE DAY OF JUDGMENT. 

ATTEMPTED IN ENGLISH SAPPHICS. 

When the fierce north-wind with his airy forces 
Bears up the Baltic to a foaming fury ; 
And the red lightning, with a storm of hail comes 

Bushing amain down. 

How the poor sailors stand amazed and tremble! 
While the hoarse thunder, like a bloody trumpet; 
Boars a loud onset to the gaping waters 

Quick to devour them. 

Such shall the noise be, and the wild disorder, 
(If things eternal may be like these earthly) 
Such the dire terror when the great Archangel 

Shakes the creation : 

Tears the strong pillars of the vault of Heaven, 
Breaks up old marble, the repose of princes ; 
See the graves open, and the bones arising. 

Flames all around them! 

Hark, the shrill outcries of the guilty wretdies ! 
Lively bright horror, and amazing anguish, [lies 
Stare through their eyelids, while the living worm 

Gnawing within them. 
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Thoughts like old vultures, prey upon their heart- 

strings^ 
And the smart twinges, when the eye beholds the 
Lofty Judge frowning, and a flood of vengeance 

Rolling afore him. 

Hopeless immortals! how they scream and shiver 
While devils push them to the pit wide-yawning ; 
Hideous and gloomy, to receive them headlong 

Down to the .centre. 

Stop here, my fancy : (all away, ye horrid 
Doleful ideas,) come, arise to Jesus, 
How he sits God-like ! and the saints around him 

Throned, yet adoring ! 

O may I sit there when he comes triumphant. 
Dooming the nations! then ascend to glory. 
While our Hosannas all along the passage 

Shout the Redeemer. 



THE SONG OF ANGELS ABOVE. 

Earth has detain'd me prisoner long. 

And I'm gprown weary now : 
My heart, my hand, my ear, my tongue. 

There 's nothing here for you. 

Tired in my thoughts I stretch me down. 

And upward glance mine eyes ; 
Upward, my Father, to thy throne. 

And to my native skies. 
40. L 
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There the dear Man my Sayiour sits. 
The God, how bright he shmes ! 

And scatters in6nite delights 
On all the happy minds. 

Seraphs with elevated strains 

Circle the throne around. 
And move and charm the starry plains 
With an immortal sound. 

Jesus, the Lord, their harps employs, 

Jesus, my love, they sing, 
Jesus, the name of both our joys. 

Sounds sweet from every string. 

Hark ! how beyond the narrow bounds 

Of time and space they run. 
And speak, in most majestic sounds. 

The Godhead of the Son : 

How on the Father's breast he lay. 

The darling of his soul. 
Infinite years before the day 

Or heavens began to roll. 

And now they sink the lofty tune^ 

And gentler notes they play. 
And bring the* Eternal Godhead down 

To dwell in humble clay. 

O sacred beauties of the Man ! 

(The God resides within) 
His flesh all pure, without a stain. 

His soul without a sin. 



SACRED TO DEVOTION AND PIETY. 119 

Then, how he look'd, and how he smiled. 

What wondrous things he said ! 
Sweet cherubs, stay, dwell here a while, 

And tell what Jesus did. 

At his command the blind awake. 

And feel the gladsome rays ; 
He bids the dumb attempt to speak. 

They try their tongues in praise. 

He shed a thousand blessings round 

Where'er he turn'd his eye ; 
He spoke, and at the soyereign sound 

The hellish legions fly. 

Thus while with unambitious strife 

The* etherial minstrels rove 
Through all the labours of his life. 

And wonders of his love; 

In the full choir a broken string 

Groans with a strange surprise ; 
The rest in silence mourn their King, 

That bleeds, and loves, and dies. 

Seraph and saint, with drooping wings. 

Cease their harmonious breath ; 
No blooming trees, nor bubbling springs. 

While Jesus sleeps in death. 

Then all at once to living strains 

They summon every chord. 
Break up the tomb, and burst his chains. 

And show their rising Lord. 
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Around the flaming army throngs 

To guard him to the skies. 
With loud Hosannas on their tongues. 

And triumph hx their eyes. 

In awful state the conquering God 

Ascends his shining throne, 
While tuneful angels sound abroad 

The victories he has woq. 

Now let me rise, and join their song. 

And be an angel too ; 
My heart, my hand, my ear, my tongue. 

Here's joyful work for you. 

I would begin the music here. 

And so my soul should rise : 
Ob, for some heavenly notes to bear 

My spirit to the skies ! 

There, ye that love my Saviour, sit. 

There I would fain have place 
Amongst your thrones, or at your feet, 

$0 I might see his fape, 

s 

I am confined to earth no more. 

But mount in haste above. 
To bless the God that I adore, 

And sing the Man I love, 
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FIRE, AIR, EARTH, AND SEA, 

PRAISE YE THE LORD. 

Earth, thou great footstool of our God 
Who reigns on high ; thou fruitful source 
Of all our raiment, life, and food ; 
Our house, our parent, and our nurse; 
Mighty stage of mortal scenes, 
Dress'd with strong and gay machines, 
Hung with golden lamps around ; 
(And flowery carpets spread the ground) 
Thou bulky globe, prodigious mass. 
That hangs unpillar'd in an empty space : 
While thy unwieldy weight rests on the feeble air. 
Bless that Almighty Word that fix*d and holds 
thee there. 

Fire, thou swift herald of his face. 

Whose glorious rage, at his command, 

Levels a palace with the sand. 
Blending the lofty spires in ruin with the base : 

Ye heavenly flames, that singe the air. 

Artillery of a jealous God, 
Bright arrows that his sounding quivers bear 

To scatter deaths abroad ; 
Lightnings, adore the sovereign arm that flings 
His vengeance, and your fires, upon the heads of 
kings. 

l2 
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Thou vital element, the Air, 

What boundless magazines of breath 

Our fainting flame of life repair, [Death ; 

And save the bubble man from the cold arms of 

And ye, whose vital moisture yields 
Life's. purple stream afresh supply. 

Sweet waters, wandering through the flowery fields. 
Or dropping from the sky ; 

Confess the Power whose all-sufficient name 

Nor needs your aid to build, or to support our frame. 

Now the rude Air, with noisy force. 
Beats up and swells the angry Sea ; 
They join to make our lives a prey. 
And sweep the sailor*s hopes away. 
Vain hopes, to reach their kindred on the shores ! 
Lo, the wild seas and surging waves 
Gape hideous in a thousand graves: 
Be still, ye floods, and know your bounds of sand. 
Ye storms, adore your Master's hand : 
The winds are in his fist, the waves at his command. 

From the eternal emptiness 

His fruitful word by secret springs 

Drew the whole harmony of things 

That form this noble universe: 

Old Nothing knew his powerful hand. 

Scarce had he spoke his full command. 

Fire, Air, and Earth, and Sea, heard the creating 
call, ' [All; 

And leap'd from empty Nothing to this beauteous 
And still they dance, and still obey 

The orders they received the great Creation-day. 
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THE FAREWELL. 

Dead be my heart to all below. 
To mortal joys and mortal cares ! 

To sensual bliss that charms us so. 
Be dark, my eyes, and deaf, my ears. 

Here I renounce my carnal taste 
Of the fair fruit that sinners prize : 

Their paradise shall never waste 

One thought of mine, but to despise. 

All earthly joys are over-weigh'd 
With mountains of vexatious care ; 

And where 's the sweet that ii^ pot laid 
A bait to some destructive snare? 

Be gone for ever, mortal things ! 

Thou mighty mol6-hill, earth, farewell ! 
Angels aspire on lofty wings. 

And leave the globe for ants to dwell. 

Come, Heaven, and fill my vasjt desires. 
My soul pursues the sovereign gpod ; 

She was all made of heavenly fires. 
Nor can she live on meaner food* 
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GOD ONLY KNOWN TO HIMSELF. 

Stand and adore! how glorious He 
That dwells in bright eternity! 
We gaze, and we confound our sight 
Plunged in the' abyss of dazzting light 

Thou sacred One, Almighty Three, 
Great Everlasting Mystery, 
What lofty numbers shall we frame 
Equal to thy tremendous name T 

Seraphs, the nearest to the throne. 
Begin, and speak the Great Unknown : 
Attempt the song, wind up your strings. 
To notes untried, and boundless things. 

You, whose capacious powers survey 
Largely beyond our eyes of clay : 
Yet what a narrow portion too 
Is seen, or known, or thought by you ? 

How flat your highest praises fall 
Below the* immense Original ! 
Weak creatures we, that strive in vain 
To reach an uncreated strain ! 

Great God, forgive our feeble lays, 
Sound out thine own eternal praise ; 
A song so vast, a theme so high. 
Calls for the voice that tuned the sky. 
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PARDON AND SANCTIFICATTON, 

My crimes awake : and hideous fear 

Distracts my restless mind : 
Guilt meets my eyes with horrid glare. 

And Hell pursues behind. 

Almighty Vengeance frowns on high. 

And flames array the throne ; 
While thunder murmurs round the sky. 

Impatient to be gone. 

Where shall I hide this noxious head? 

Can rocks or mountains save 1 
Or shall I wrap me in the shade 

Of midnight and the grave ? 

Is there no shelter from the eye 

Of a revenging God ? 
Jesus, to thy dear wounds I fly. 

Bedew me with thy blood. 

Those guardian drops my soul secure. 

And wash away my sin ; 
Eternal Justice frowns no more. 

And conscience smiles within. 

I bless that wondrous purple stream 

That whitens every stain ; 
Yet is my soul but half redeem'd. 

If Sin the tyrant reign. 
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Lord, Mast lib enpire with thy breath. 

That cursed throoe miist h31 ; 
Ye flattpiing leagues, that work ay death. 

Fly! forlhateyosaO. 



SOVEREIGNTY AND GRACE. 

The Lordi how feaiiol is his name ! 

How wide is his command ! 
Nature, with all her moving firame. 

Rests on his mighty hand. 

Immortal glory forms his throne. 

And light, his awful robe: 
Whilst with a smile, or with a frown, 

He manages the globe. 

A word of his almighty breath 

Can swell or sink the seas ; 
Build the vast empires of the earth. 

Or break them as he please. 

Adoring angels round him fall, 

In all their shining forms ; 
His sovereign eye looks through them all. 

And pities mortal worms. 

His bowels, to our worthless race. 

In sweet compassion move ; 
He clothes his looks with softest grace. 

And takes his title, Love. 
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Now let the Lord for ever reign. 

And sway us as he will ; 
Sick, or in health, in ease, or pain. 

We are his favourites still. 

No more shall peevish passion rise. 

The tongue no more complain ; 
Tis sovereign love that lends our joys. 

And love resumes again. 



THE LAW AND GOSPEL. 

' Cursed he the man, for ever cursed. 
That doth one wilful sin commit ; 

Death and damnation for the first. 
Without relief and infinite.' 

Thus Sinai roars; and round the earth 
Thunder, and fire, and vengeance flings ; 

But, Jesus, thy dear gasping breath. 
And Calvary, say gentler things. 

' Pardon, and grace, and boundless love. 
Streaming along a Saviour's blood. 

And life, and joys, and crowns above. 
Dear-purchased by a bleeding God.' 

Hark, how he prays, (the charming sound 
Dwells on his dying lips) * Forgive V 

And every groan and gaping wound 
Cries, ' Father, let the rebels live.' 
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Go, you that rest upon the law. 
And toil, and seek salvation there ; 

Look to the flames that Moses saw, 
And shrink, and tremble, and despair* 

But I'll retire beneath the cross. 

Saviour, at thy dear feet I lie ; 
And the keen sword that Justice draw^. 

Flaming and red, shall pass me by. 



SEEKING A DIVINE CALM 

IN A RESTLESS WORLD. 



O Mens, qase stabili fata Regis Tioe, 6ce. 

Casimir, Book iu. Od, 28# 

Eternal Mind, who rulest the fates 
Of dying realms, and rising states. 

With one unchanged decree i 
While we admire thy vast affairs 
Say, can our Httle trifling cares 

Afford a smile to thee 1 

Thou scatterest honours, crowns, and gold; 
We fly to seize, and fight to hold 

The bubbles and the ore : 
So emmets struggle for a grain : 
So boys their petty wars maintain. 

For shells upon the shore. 
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Here a vain man his sdeptre breaks. 
The next a broken sceptre takes. 

And warriors win and lose ; 
This rolling world will never stand. 
Plunder d and snatch'd from, hand to hand. 

As power decays or grows. 

Earth's but an atom: greedy swords 
Carve it amongst a thousand lords. 

And yet they can't agree : 
Let greedy swords still fight and slay, 
I can be poor : but. Lord, I pray 

To sit and smile with thee. 



HAPPY FRAILTY. 

' How meanly dwells the' immortal mind ! 

How vile these bodies are ! 
Why was a clod of earth design'd 

To' enclose a heavenly star ? 

' Weak cottage where our souls reside ! 

This flesh a tottering wall ; 
With frighted breaches gaping wide 

The building betids to fall. 

'AH round it storms of trouble blow, 

And waves of sorrow roll ; 
Cold waves and winter storms beat through. 

And pain the tenant-soul. 
40. M 
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' Alas ! how frail our state !' said I : 

And thus went mourniog on. 
Till, sudden from the cleaving sky, 

A gleam of glory shone. 

My soul all felt the glory come, 

And breathed her native air ; 
Then she remember'd Heaven her home. 

And she a prisoner here. 

Straight she began to change her key. 

And joyful in her pains. 
She sung the frailty of her clay 

In pleasurable strains. — 

* How weak the prison where I dwell I 

Flesh but a tottering wall. 
The breaches certainly foretell 

The house must shortly fall. 

' No more, my friends, shall I complain. 
Though all my heart-strings ache ; 

Welcome disease, and every pain. 
That makes the cottage shake. 

' Now let the tempest blow all round. 

Now swell the surges high ; 
And beat this house of bondage down. 

To let the stranger fly. 

' I have a mansion built above 

By the Eternal Hand ; 
And should the earth's old basis move. 

My heavenly house must stand. 



1 
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* Yes, for 'tis there my Saviour reigns, 

(I long to see the God) 
And his immortal strength sustains 

The courts that cost him blood.' 

Hark ! from on high my Saviour calls ; 

' I come, my Lord, my love :' 
Devotion breaks the prison-walls. 

And speeds my last remove. 



LAUNCHING INTO ETERNITY. 

It was a brave attempt! adventurous he. 
Who in the first ship broke the unknown sea : 
And, leaving his dear native shores behind. 
Trusted his life to the licentious wind. 
I see the surging brine ; the tempest raves : 
He on the pine-plank rides across the waves. 
Exulting on the edge of thousand gaping graves: 
He steers the winged boat, and shifts the sails. 
Conquers the flood, and manages the gales. 

Such is the soul that leaves this mortal land. 
Fearless when the great Master gives command. 
Death is the storm : she smiles to hear it roar. 
And bids the tempest waft her from the shore : 
Then with a skilful helm she sweeps the seas. 
And manages the raging storm with ease ; 
(Her faith can govern death) she spreads her wings 
Wide to th^ wind, and as she sails she sings. 
And loses by degrees the sight of mortal things. 



132 LYRIC POEMS. B. I. 

As the shores lessen, so her joys arise, 

The waves roll gentler, and the tempest dies : 

Now vast eternity fills all her sight. 

She floats on the broad deep with infinite delight. 

The seas for ever calm, the skies for ever bright. 



PROSPECT OF THE RESURRECTION. 

How long shall Death the tyrant reign. 

And triumph o*er the just? 
While the rich blood of martyrs slaiii 

Lies mingled with the dust 1 

When shall the tedious night be gone ; 

When will our. Lord appear? • 
Our fond desires would pray him down, 

Our love embrace him here. 

Let faith arise and climb the hills. 

And from afar descry. 
How distant are his chariot wheels. 

And tell how f]»st they fly. 

Lo, I behold the scattering shades. 
The dawn of Heaven appears. 

The sweet immortal morning spreads 
Its blushes round the spheres. 

I see the Lord of glory come. 

And flaming guards around : 
The skies divide to make him room. 

The trumpet shakes the ground. 










1 
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Immensa vastos saecula circulos 
Yoly^re, blando dum Patris in sinii 
Toto fruebatur Jehovah 
Gaudia mille bibens Jesus ; 

Donee superno vidit ab xthere 
Adam cadentem, tartara hiantia, 
Unique mergendos ruin^ 

Heu nimium miseros nepptes : 

Vidit minaces yindicis angeli 
Ignes et ensem, telaque sanguine 
Tingenda nostro, dum rapinse 
Spe iiremuere Erebaea monstra. 

Commota sacras viscera protinus 
Sens^re flammas, Omnipotens furor 
Ebullit, immensique amori^ 
^therium calet igne pectus. 

' Non tota prorsus gens hominum dabit 
Hosti triumphos : quid Patris et labor 
Dulcisque imago ? i^um peribunt 
Funditus ? O prius astra caecis. 

* Mergantur undis, et redeat chaos : 
Aut ipse disperdam Satanae dolos, 
Aut ipse disperdar> et isti 

Sceptra dabo moderanda dextrap. 

' Testor patemum Numen, et hoc caput 
iEquale tester/ dixit; et aetheris 
IncUnat ingens culmen, alto / 

Desiliitque mens Olympo. 
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Mortale corpus impiger induit 
Artusque nostros, heu tenues nimis 
Nimisque viles ! yindicique 
Corda dedit fodienda ferro. 

Vitamque morti ; proh dolor ! O graves 
Tonandis irae ! O lex satis aspera ! 
Mercesque peccati severa 
Adamici> vetitique fruotus^ 

Non pcsBa lenis ; qu6 ruis impotens ! 
Qu6 musa ! largas fuodere lachrymas, 
Bustique divini triumphos 
Sacrilego temerare fletu 1 

Sepone questus, laeta Deum cane 
Majore chords. Psalle sonoriiis 
Ut ferreas Mortis cavernas 
£t rigidam penetravii aulani, 

Sens^re Numea regna feralia, 
Mugit barathrum, contremuit chaos, 
Diriim fremebat rex Gehennas, 
Perque suum tremebundus orcum, 

Lat^ refugit. ' Nil agis, impie, 
Mergat vel imis te Phlegethon vadis. 
Hoc findet undas fulmen,' inquit, 
Et patrios jaculatus ignes. 

Trajecit hostem. Nigra silentia 
Umbraeque flammas aetherias pavent 
Dudum perosae, ex quo conisco 
Praecipites cecidere coelo. 
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Imtnane rugit jam tonitni ; firagor 
Lat^ ruioam mandat : ab infimis 
Lectaeque designata genti 
Tartara disjiciuntur antris. 

Heic strata passim vinculay et heic jacent 
Unci cruenti, tormina mentium 
Invisa ; ploratuque vasto 

Spicula Mors sibi adempta plangit. 

En, ut resurgit victor ab ultimo 
Ditis profundo, curribus aureis 
Astricta raptans monstra noctis 
Perdomitumque Erebi tyrannum. 

Quanta angelorum gaudia jubilant 
Victor patemum dum repetit polum 1 
En qualis ardet, dum beati 
limina scandit ovans Olympi ! 

lo triumphe plectra seraphica, 
lo triumphe Grex Hominum sonet, 
Dum laeta quaquaversus ambos 
Astra repercutiunt triumphos. 
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Sran^lalion of tj^e yt^cellins ®^(* 

BY DA. GIBBONS. 



TO 

OUR LORD AND SAVIOUR JESUS CHRIST. 

Sin 0iie. 

Thee, Jesus, in whose person join 
The human nature and divine, 
The' all-glorious Sire's all-glorious Son, 
Ere worlds were form'd or time begun. 
Thee will I praise ; thy name adored 
Shall consecrate the tuneful chord ; 
My tongue thy glories 3hall proclaim. 
And my pen propagate thy fame. 
Let strings oif sounds divinely bold 
Be fitted to the vocal gold. 
And thou, my harp, awake and tell 
The triumphs of Immanuel ! 
How, in the thunder of his might. 
He put the* infernal hosts to flight. 
In fetters bound their vanquished king. 
Trampled on Death, and crush'd his sting. 
Ages immense through Heaven had roU'd 
Their ample rounds of radiant gold. 
While in the realms of endless day 
He in the Father's bosom lay. 
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Of Us mbooiided lore possess'd, 
Widi joys immeasnrabljrbless'd. 
Tin ftom the emp^rreal heights he saw 
Adam transgress bis Maker's kiw. 
And -Hell expand its lake of lire 
To' ingnlf the offspring with dieir sire : 
Saw too the' avenging angel sta]^ 
Sword and keen lightnings in his hand. 
And arrows ranged in dire array 
Athirst for Mood, and winged to slay : 
Then heard from the abhorr'd profound 
The monsters of the pit resoond 
Their joysy that man from God was driycn. 
And earth to HelFs dominion giTea : 
Compassion not to be expressed, 
like a swift flame, pervades his breast ; 
To help, to save almighty ire. 
And love dimensionless cons|Mre ; 
' Not die whole race of men shaD be 
Plunged in eternal misery : 
MVhat, shall my Father s work diviney 
Where his refulgent beauties shine. 
Perish by hellish fraud and spite ? 
Rather let all the stars of light 
Be from their glorious stations hmi'd. 
And night and chaos whdm die w<Mid : 
111 enter Satan's dark domain. 
And bind the felon in my chain. 
Or he shall chase me from the field. 
And 111 to him my sceptre yield. 
By my Sire's glories, and by mine. 
Alike immortal and divine, 
I swear !' He said, and bows the skies, 
Vnd to our woiid impatient flies. 



r 
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The Prince of Heayen, without delay> 

Assumes an humble form of clay; 

Though scant the room, and poor the' abode^ 

Yet honoured to admit the God ! 

Thus be displays his wondrous grace. 

Thus he redeems our ruin'd race> 

Vengeance' full quiver he receives. 

And for our own his life he gives. 

O the distress ! the' effects how dire 

Of the offended Thunderer's ire ! 

Edict severe ! what punishment 

For Adam's one transgression sent ! 

He tastes the interdicted tree. 

And Death sweeps o'er his progeny. 

But check, my Muse, thy plaintive lay ; 

Whither do thy wild pinions stray ? 

Suppress these sighs, these groans restrain. 

What, shall a flood of tears profane . 

The triumphs of Immanuel's tomb? 

Rather a joyful strain assume. 

And in thy noblest numbers^tell 

How he descended into Hell, 

And entered the tremendous cells 

Where Death in night and horror dwells ; 

The dreary seats his presence owu'd. 

And to their inmost caverns groan'd. 

Chaos through all his empire shook. 

The' alarm the' infernal tyrant took. 

And, roaring loud in wild affright. 

Ran, fled through all the realms of night, 

In hope to hide his guilty head. 

When thus the Lord of glory said : 

' Monster ! cursed cause of sin and woe, 

In vain thou triest to shun my blow : 
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This bolt shall find, shall pierce thee through. 

Though, to conceal thee from my view. 

Thou under Hell's profoundest wave 

Shouldst dive, to seek a sheltering grave/ 

He spoke, and with unerring aim 

Full on the foe he flung the flame 

His Father gave : through all the coasts 

Hell trembled, trembled all the ghosts. 

Who well etherial fires might dread. 

Ere since before their force they fled 

From the celestial light and bliss 

Down to the bottomless abyss. 

Now from the deep loud thunders sound. 

Scattering immense destruction round. 

Tear up the dungeons from their base 

Prepared to' immure the chosen race« 

Here in a thousand fragments lie 

Engines of hellish tyranny. 

Fetters, wheels, racks, asunder burst. 

And every cruelty accursed : « 

While Death in lamentable groans 

The plunder of his darts bemoans. 

But see the God, with conquest erown'd. 

Returning from the dark profound, 

See up Heaven's hills the triumph rolFd, 

See to his wheels of burning gold 

Proud Satan chain'd, and with a throng 

Of Hell's grim monsters dragg d. along. 

What shouts of joy from angels rise, 

While he ascends his native skies ! 

What pleasure in the victor glow'd. 

While through the gates of bliss he rode ! 

His praises, ye seraphic choirs. 

Resound, and sweep your golden lyres. 
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His praises too all human tongues 
Resound, and tune the noblest songs, 
While the glad stars that round the pole 
Twixt Heaven and Earth incessant roll, 
Seize from both worlds the tuneful sound. 
And waft the' immortal echoes found. 



SUI-IPSIUS INCREPATIO. 

EPIGRAMMA. 

CoRPORE cur haeres, Wattsi? cur incola terrae? 

Quid cupis indignum, mens habitare lutum ? 
Te caro mille malis premit; hinc juyenes gravat 
artus 

Languor, et hinc vegetus crimina sanguis alit. 
Cura, amor, ira, dolor mentera mal^ distrahit; 
auceps 

Undique adest Satanas retiva saeva struens. 
Suspice ut aetherium signant tibi nutibus astra. 

Tramitem, et aula vocat parta cruore Dei. 
Te manet Uriel dux ; et tibi subjicat alas 

Stellatas Seraphln officiosa cohors. 
Te superikm chorus optat amans, te invitat Jesus, 

' Hue ades et nostro tempora conde sinii.' 
Ver^ amat ille lutum quem nee dolor aut Satan arcet 

Inde, nee alliciunt Angelus, Astra, Deus. 



40. K 
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SELF-REPROOF. 

Why dost thou linger in thy cell. 
My soul, contented here to dwell ? 
What, are the charms of sinfiil clay 
To court and entertain thy stay 1 
A thousand ills thy body feels: 
Id weakness now the fabric reels. 
And now the crimson currents rott 
In poison, and infect the soul : 
Fear, love, wrath, sorrow, mix their strife. 
And break the harmony of life. 
See how the stars their beams unite 
To point thy course, and guide thy flight 
To the fair temple of thy God, 
The purchase of Immanuel's blood. 
Rind Uriel waits to lead thy way 
In triumph to the realms of day : 
Seraphic squadrons from the skies 
Tender their wings, and bid thee rise. 
Heaven opes its gates to give thee room : 
Jesus in smiles invites thee home. 
* Here on the pillow of my breast 
(He cries) thy weary temples rest.' 
How criminal his fond delight 
In earth, who still delays his flight; 
When Satan, and the pains of sense. 
Try all their powers to drive him hence ; 
And friendly angels. Heaven, and God! 
Court him in vain to quit his clod. 
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EXCITATIO CORDIS CCELUM VERSUS. 

1694. 

Heu quot s^cla teris carcere corporis, 
Wattsi? quid refugis limen et exitum? 
Nee mens setherium culmen et atria 

Magni Patris anhelitat? 

Corpus vile creat mille molestias, 
Circum corda volant et dolor, et metus, 
Peccatumque malis durius omnibus 

Caecas insidias struit. 

Non hoc grata tibi gaudia de solo 
Surgunt : Christus abest, deliciae tuae, 
Long^ Christus abest, inter et angelos 

Et picta astra perambulans. 

Coeli summi petas, nee jaculabitur'. 
Iracunda tonans fulmina : te Deus 
Hortatur ; Vacuum tende per Aera 

Pennas nunc homini datas. 



®tatt5Slattonf l^g St^ ffiilftlftonii^ 

THE 

EXCITATION OF THE HEART TOWARDS 

HEAVEN. 

What, shall whole ages wear away, 
And I a willing prisoner stay 
Immured within these walls of clay 1 

1 Vide Horat. Lib. i. Od. 3. 
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The porch, the open door I see ; 
Shall both conspire to set me free^ 
And I start bade from liberty? 

Shall I not pant to* ascend the road 
That leads to yon sublime abode. 
The pala<^ of my Father, God? 

From this vile flesh what countless ills 
Arise ! now fear my bosom chills. 
Now grief in trickling tears distils ; 

While Sin, the worst of all my foes. 

Prevents or murders my repose, 

And snares of dark destruction strows. 

On this poor spot where canst thou find 
Pleasures of such exalted kind. 
To fill the wishes of the mind ? 

Jesus, thy love, far, far from sight. 
Midst stars and seraphs pure and bright, 
Dw.ells high-enthroned in worlds of light. 

Thither shouldst thou attempt to go. 
The' Almighty would no thunders tbroWt 
Nor would one cloud obscure his brow: 

Himself invites thee to the skies : 
From sin and all its sorrows rise ; 
Wings of swift flame his love supplie^y 
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BREATHING TOWARD THE HEAVENLY 

COUNTRY. 

CASIMIR, BOOK I. OD. 19. IMITATED. 



Urit me Pairia Decor , Sfe. 



The beauty of my native land 
Immortal love inspires ; 
I burn, I bum with strong desires. 
And sigh, and wait the high command. 
There glides the moon her shining way. 
And shoots my heart through with a silver ray. 
Upward my heart aspires : 
A thousand lamps of golden light 
Hung high, in vaulted azure, charm my sight, 
And wink and beckon with their amorous fires. 
O ye fair glories of my heavenly home. 
Bright sentinels who guard my Father's court. 
Where all the happy minds resort. 
When will my Father s chariot come ? 
Must ye for ever walk the' etherial round, 
For ever see the mourner lie 
An exile of the sky, 
A prisoner of the ground ? 
Descend, some shining servants from on high, 

Build me a hasty tomb; 
A grassy turf will raise my head; 
The neighbouring lilies dress my bed ; 
And shed a sweet perfume. 

n2 
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Here I put off the chains of death 

My soul too long has worn : 
Friends, I forbid one groaning breath. 

Or tear to wet my urn ; 
Raphael, behold me all undress'd. 
Here gently lay this flesh to rest ; 
Then mount, and lead the path unknown. 
Swift I pursue thee, flaming guide, on pinions of 
my owUf 



THE 

HUNDREDTH EPIGRAM OF CASIMIR, 

ENGLISHED. 



ArdaUo saeros deridet, Sfe» 

Oo Saiot Ardalio, who, from m Stage-plmjer, became a Chrii- 
tiaoy and saffered Iftatj^rdom. 



Ardalio jeers, and in his comic strains 
The mysteries of our bleeding Grod profanes. 
While his loud laughter shakes the painted scenes. 

Heaven heard, and straight around the smoking 

throne 
The kindling lightning in thick flashes shone. 
And vengeful thunder murmured to be gone. 

Mercy stood near, and with a smiling brow 
Calm'd the loud thimder : ' There 's no need of you ; 
Grace shall descend, and the weak man subdue.' 
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Grace leaves the skies, and he the stage forsakes, 
He bows his head down to the martyring axe^ 
And as he bows, this gentle farewell speaks : 

' So goes the comedy of life away ; 

Vain earth, adieu ; Heaven will applaud to«-day ; 

Strike, courteous tyrant, and conclude the play/ 



When the Protestant Church at Montpelier was demo- 
lished hy the French King's order, the Protestants 
laid the stone? up in their burying-place, whereon a 
Jesuit made a Latin Epigram ; 

ENGLISHED THUS: 

A Hugo NOT church, once at Montpelier built. 
Stood, and proclaimed their madness and their guilt ; 
Too long it stood beneath Heaven's angry frpwp, 
Worthy when raising to be thunder'd down. 
Lewis, at last, the' avenger of the skies. 
Commands, and level with the ground it lies : 
The stones dispersed, their wretclted offspring 

come. 
Gather, and heap them on their father's tomb. 
Thus the cursed house fallsf on the builder's head: 
And though beneath the ground their bones are laid. 
Yet the just vengeance still pursues the guilty dead. 
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THE 

ANSWER BY A FRENCH PROTESTANT. 

ENGLISHED THUS : 

A Christian charch once at Montpelier stood. 
And Dobly spoke the builder s zeal for God. 
It stood the envy of the fierce dragoon. 
But not deserved to be destroy'd so soon : 
Yet Lewis, the rile tyrant of the age. 
Tears down the walls, a victim to his rage. 
Young, faithful hands, pile up the sacred stones 
(Dear monument !) o'er their dead fathers' bones ; 
The stones shall move when the dead fathers rise. 
Start up before the pale destroyer s eyes. 
And testify his madness to the' avenging skies. 



TWO HAPPY RIVALS, 

DEVOTION AND THE MUSE. 

Wild as the lightning, various as the moon. 

Roves my Pindaric song : 
Here she glows like burning noon 

In fiercest fiames, and here she plays 
Gentle as star-beams on the midnight seas ; 
Now in a smiling angel's form 
Anon she rides upon the storm, 
oud as the noisy thunder, as a deluge strong. 
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Are my thoughts and wishes free. 
And know no number nor degree ? 
Such is the Muse : lo ! she disdains 

The links and chains. 
Measures and rules of vulgar strains. 
And o!er the laws of harmony a sovereign queen 
she reigns. 

Jf she roves 
By streams or groves. 
Tuning her pleasures or her pains. 
My passion keeps her still in sight. 
My passion holds an equal flight 
Through Love's or Nature's wide campaign^* 
If with bold attempt she sings 
Of the biggest mortal things. 
Tottering thrones and nations slain ; 
Or breaks the fleets of warring; kings. 
While thunders roar 
From shore to shore. 
My soul sits fast upon her wings, 
And sweeps the crimson surge, or scours the pur* 
pie plain ; 
Still I attend her as she flies. 
Round the broad globe, and all beneath the skies. 

But when from the meridian star 

Long streaks of glory shine. 
And Heaven invites her from afar. 
She takes the bint, she knows the sign. 

The Muse ascends her heavenly car. 
And climbs the steepy path, and views the throne 
Then she leaves my fluttering mind [divi^^. 
Clogg'd with clay, and unrefined. 
Lengths of distance far behind ; 
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• 

Virtue lags with heavy wheel ; 
Faith has wings, but canoot rise. 

Cannot rise, swift and high 

As the winged numbers fly. 
And faint Devotion panting lies 
Half way the' etherial hill. 

O why is Piety so weak. 

And yet the Muse so strong ? 
When shall these hateful fetters break. 

That have confined me long ? 
Inward a glowing heat I feel, 
A spark of heavenly day ; 
But earthly vapours damp my zeal, 
And heavy flesh drags me the downward way. 

Faint are the efibrts of my will. 
And mortal passion charms my soul astray : 
Shine, thou sweet hour of dear release ! 
Shine from the sky. 
And call me high 
To mingle with the choirs of glory and of bliss. 
Devotion there begins the flight. 
Awakes the song, and guides the way ; 
There love and zeal, divine and bright. 
Trace out new regions in the world of light. 
And scarce the boldest Muse can follow or obey. 

I'm in a dream, and Fancy reigns; 
Spreads she her gay delusive scenes. 

Oris the vision true ? 
Behold Religion on her throne. 
In awful state descending down. 
And her dominions, vast and bright, within my 
spacious view* 



SACRED TO DEVOTION AND PIETY. 1^1 

She smiles, and with a courteous hand 
She beckons me away ; 
I feel mine airy powers loose from the cumbrous 
clay. 
And with a joyful haste obey ' v 

Religion's high command. 
What lengths and heights and depths unknown ! 
Broad fields with blooming glory sown. 
And seas, and skies, and stars her own, ^ 

In an unmeasured sphere I 
What heavens of joy, and light serene. 
Which nor the rolling Sun has seen. 
Where nor the roving Muse has been. 

That greater traveller ! 
A long farewell to all below. 
Farewell to all that sense can show : 
To golden scenes, and flowery fields. 
To all the worlds that Fancy builds, 

And all that poets know : 
Now the swift transports of the mind 
Leave the fluttering Muse behind, 
A thousand loose Pindaric plumes fly scattering 
down the wind. 
Amongst the clouds I lose my breath. 

The rapture grows too strong : 
The feeble powers that Nature gave 
Faint, and drop downward to the grave ; 
Receive their fall, thou treasurer of Death, 
I will no more demand my tongue. 
Till the gross organ, well refined, [mind. 

Can trace the bonndless flights of an unfetter d 
And raise an equal song. 
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THB FOLLOWING POEMS OF THIS BOOK ARE PECU- 
LIARLY DEDICATED TO 

DIVINE LOVE*. 



THE 

HAZARD OF LOVING THE CREATURES^ 

Where'er my fluttering passions tote, 

I And a lurking snare ; 
Tis dangerous to let loose our love 

Beneath the' Eternal Fair. 

Souls whom the tie of friendship binds,r 

And partners of our blood. 
Seize a large portion of our minds. 

And leave the less for God. 

Nature has soft but powerful bands. 

And Reason she controls ; 
While children with their little hands 

Hang closest to our souls. 

Thoughtless they a)ct the' Old Serpent's part i 

What tempting things they be ! 
Lord, how they twine about otir heart. 

And draw it off from thee ! 

Our hasty wills rush blindly on 

Where rising passion rolls,. 
And thus we make our fetters strong 

To bind our slavish souls. 

^ Different ages hare tbeir different ain and fashions of 
writing. It was mncb more the fashion of the age, when 
these poems were written, to treat of diyine subjects in the 
stjie of Solomon's Song than it is at this daj, which will af- 
ford some apology for the writer in his jonnger jears. 
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Dear Sovereign, break these fetters off, 

And set our spirits free ; 
God in himself is bliss enough. 

For we have all in thee. 



DESIRING TO LOVE CHRIST, 

Come, let me love : or is my mind 
Hardened to stone, or froze to ice ? 

I see the blessed Fair One bend. 

And stoop to* embrace me from the skies ! 

! 'tis a thought would melt a rock. 
And make a heart of iron move. 

That those sweet lips, that heavenly look. 
Should seek and wish a mortal love I 

1 was a traitor doom'd to fire. 
Bound to sustain eternal pains ; 

He flew on wings of strong desire. 
Assumed my guilt, and took my chains* 

Infinite grace ! Almighty charms ! 

Stand in amaze, ye whirling skies, 
Jesus the God, with naked arms. 

Hangs on a cross of love, and dies« 

Did pity ever stoop so low, 

Dress'd in divinity and blood ? 
Was ever rebel courted so 

In groans of an expiring God ? 
40. o 
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Again he lives ; and spreads his hands. 
Hands that were nail'd to torturing smart ; 

* By these dear wounds/ says he ; and stands^ 
And prays to clasp me to his heart. 

Sure I must love ; or are my ears 

Still deaf, nor will my passions moVe? 

Then let me melt this heart to tears ; 
This heart shall yield to death or love. 



THE 

HEART GIVEN AWAY, 

If there are passions in my soul,. 

(And passions sure there be) 
Now they are all at thy control. 

My Jesus, all for thee. 

If love, that pleasing power, can rest 

. In hearts so hard as mine. 
Come, gentle Saviour, to my breast. 
For all my love is thine. 

Let the gay world, with treacherous art,. 

Allure my eyes in vain : 
I have convey'd away my heart. 

Ne'er to return again. 

I feel my warmest passions dead 

To all that earth can boast ; 
This soul of mine was never made 

For vanity and lust. 
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Now I can fix my thoughts above. 

Amidst their flattering charms, 
Till the dear Lord that hath my love 

Shall call me to his arms. 

So Gabriel at his King's command, 

From yon celestial hill. 
Flies downward to our worthless land« 

His soul points upward stilL 

He glides along by mortal things. 

Without a thought of love, 
Fulfils his task, and spreads his wings 

To reach the realms above. 



MEDITATION IN A GROVE. 

Sweet Muse, descend and bless the shade. 

And bless the evening grove ; 
Business, and noise, and day are 6ed, 

And every care, but love. 

But hence, ye wanton young and fair^ 

Mine is a purer flame ; 
No Phillis shall infect the air 

With her unhallow'd name. 

Jesus has all my powers possessed. 

My hopes, my fears, my joys ; 
He, the dear Sovereign of my breast^ 

Shall still command my voice. 
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Some of the fairest choirs above 

ShaU flock around my song. 
With joy to hear the name they love 

Sound from a mortal tongue. 

His diarms shall make my numbers flow. 

And hold the falling floods. 
While silence sits on every bough. 

And bends the listening woods. 

Ill carve our passion on the bark. 

And every wounded tree 
Shall drop and bear some mystic mark 

That Jesus died for me. 

The swains shaU wonder when they read. 

Inscribed on all the grove. 
That Heaven itself came down, and bled 

To win a mortaFs love. 



THE 

FAIREST AND THE ONLY BELOVED. 

Honour to that diviner ray 
That first allured my eyes away 

From every mortal fair ; 
All the gay things that held my sight 
Seem but the twinkling sparks of night. 
And languishing in doubtful light 

Pie at the morning-star. 
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Whatever speaks the Godhead great, 

And fit to be adored. 
Whatever makes the creature sweet. 
And worthy of my passion, meet 

Harmonious in my Lord. 
A thousand graces ever rise 

And bloom upon his face ; 
A thousand arrows from his eyes 
Shoot through my heart with dear surprise^ 

And guard around the place. 

All Nature^s art shall never cure 

The heavenly pains I found, 
And 'tis beyond all beauty's power 
To make another wound : 
Earthly beauties grow and fade ; 
Nature heals the wounds she made. 
But charms so much divine 
Hold a long empire of the heart ; 
What Heaven has join'd shall never part. 
And Jesus must be mine. 

In vain the envious shades of night. 

Or flatteries of the day. 
Would veil his image from my sight, 

Or tempt my soul away ; 
Jesus is all my waking theme. 
His lovely form meets every dream. 
And knows not to depart : 
The passion reigns 
Through all my veins. 
And floating round the crimson stream. 
Still finds him at my heart. 

02 
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Dwell there, for ever dwell, my love ; 

Here I confine my sense; 
Nor dare my wildest wishes rove. 

Nor stir a thought from thence. 
Amidst thy glories and thy grace 
Let all my remnant minutes pass ; 

Grant, thou Everlasting Fair, 

Grant my soul a mansion there : 
My soul aspires to see thy face 
Though life should for. the vision pay ; 
So rivers run to meet the sea. 
And lose their nature in the' embrace* 

Thou art my ocean, thou my God ! 
In thee the passions of the mind 
With joys and freedom unconfined 
Exult, and spread their powers abroad. 
Not all the glittering things on high 
Can make my Heaven, if thou remove ; 
I Qhall be tired, and long to die ; 
life is a pain without thy love ; 

"Who could ever bear to be 

Cursed with immortality 
Among the stars, but far from thee ? 



MUTUAL LOVE STRONGER THAN DEATH, 

Not the rich world of minds above 
Can pay the mighty debt of love 

I owe to Christ, my God : 
TVith pangs which none but he could fee| 
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He brought my guilty soul from Hell : 
Not the first seraph's tongue can tell 
The value of his blood. 

Kindly he seized me in his arms. 

From the false world's pernicious charms. 

With force divinely sweet. 
Had I ten thousand lives my own. 
At his demand. 
With cheerful hand, 
I 'd pay the vital treasure down 
In hourly tributes ^t his feet. 

But, Saviour, 'let me taste thy grace 

With every fleeting breath : 
And through that heaven of pleasure pass 

To the cold arms of Death ; 
Then I could lose successive souls 

Fast as the minutes fly ; 
So billow after billow rolls 

To kiss the shore and die. 



A SIGHT OF CHRIST. 



The sabstanoe of the following Copy, and many of the lines, 
were sent me bj an esteemed friend, Mr. W. Nokes, with 
a desire that I would form them into a Pindaric Ode ; bat 
I retained his measares, lest I shoald too much alter his 
sense. 



Angels of light, your God and Ring surround 
With noble songs ; in his exalted flesh 
He claims your worship ; while his saints on earth 
Bless their Redeemer-God with humble tongues. 
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Angels, with lofty hooours crown his head ; 
We, bowing at his feet, by faith, may feel 
His distant influence, and confess his love. 

Once I beheld his face, when beams divine 
Broke from his eyelids, and unusual light 
Wrapped me at once in glory and surprise. 
My joyful heart, high leaping in my breast. 
With transport cried, • This is the Christ of God!' 
Then threw my arms around in sweet embrace. 
And clasp'd,and bow'd adoring low, till I was lost 
in him. 
While he appears, no other charms can hold 
Or draw my soul, ashamed of former things. 
Which no remembrance now deserve or name, 
Though with contempt ; best in oblivion hid. 
But the bright shine and presence soon withdrew; 
I sought him whom I love, but found him not; 
I felt his absence ; and with strongest cries 
Proclaimed, * Where Jesus is not, all is vain.' 
Whether I hold him with a full dehght. 
Or seek him panting with extreme desire, 
'Tis he alone can please my wondering soul ; 
To hold or seek him is my only choice. 
If he refrain on me to cast his eye 
Down from his palace, nor my longing soul 
With upward look can spy my dearest Lord 
Through his blue pavement, I'll behold him still 
With sweet reflection on the peaceful cross. 
All in his blood and anguish groaning deep. 

Gasping and dying there. 

This sight I ne'er can lose, by it I live : 
A quickening virtue from his death inspired 
Is life and breath to me ; his flesh my food ; 
His vital blood I drink, and hence my strength. 
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I live, I*m strong, and now eternal life 
Beats quick within my breast; my vigorous mind 
Spurns the dull earth, and on her fiery wings 
Reaches the mount of purposes divine. 
Counsels of peace betwixt the' Almighty Three 
Conceived at once, and sign'd without debate, 
In perfect union of the' Eternal Mind. 
With vast amaze I see the' unfathom'd thoughts. 
Infinite schemes, and infinite designs 
Of God's own heart, in which he ever rests. 
Eternity lies open to my view ; 
Here the beginning and the end of all 
I can discover ; Christ the end of all, 
And Christ the great beginning : he my Head, 
My God, my Glory, and my All in All ! 

O that the day, the joyful day, were come. 
When the first Adam from his ancient dust 
Crown'd with new honours shall revive, and see 
Jesus his Son and Lord ; while shouting saints 
Surround their King, and God's eternal Sou 
Shines in the midst, but with superior beams. 
And like himself: — Then the mysterious Word, 
Long hid behind the letter, shall appear 
All spirit and life, and in the fullest light 
Stand forth to public view ; and there disclose 
His Father's sacred works, and wondrous ways : 
Then wisdom, righteousness, and grace divine. 
Through all the infinite transactions past. 
Inwrought and shining, shall with double blaze 
Strike our astonish'd eyes, and ever reign 
Admired and glorious in triumphant light. 

Death, and the Tempter, and the Man of Sin, 
Now at th^ b^ arraigned, in judgment cast^ 
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Shall vex the saints no more : but perfect love. 
And loudest praises, perfect joy create, 
While ever-circling years maintain the blisrful 
state. 



LOVE ON A CROSS AND A THRONE. 

Now let my faith grow strong, and rise. 
And view my Lord in all his love ; 

Look back to hear his dying cries, . 
Then mount and see his throne above. 

See where he languished on the cross. 
Beneath my sins he groaned and died ; 

See where hejsits to plead my cause. 
By his Almighty Father's side. 

If I behold his bleeding heart. 

There love in floods of sorrow reigns, 

He triumphs o'er the kiUing smart. 
And buys my pleasure with his pains. 

Or if I climb the' eternal hills 

Where the dear Conqueror sits enthroned ; 
Still in his heart compassion .dwells. 

Near the memorials of his wound. 

How shall a pardon'd rebel show 
How much I love my dying God ? 

Lord, here I banish every foe, 
I hate the sins that cost thy bloods. 
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I bold no more commerce with Hell^ 

My dearest lusts shall all depart; 
But let thine image ever dwell 

Stamp'd as a seal upon my heart. 



A PREPARATORY THOUGHT 

IN IMITATION OF ISAIAH LXIII. 1,2, 3. 

What heavenly Man, or lovely God, 

Comes marching downward from the skies, 

Array'd in garments rolFd in blood, 
With joy and pity in his eyes ? 

The Lord! the Saviour ! yes, *tis he, 
I know him by the smiles he wears : 

Bear glorious Man, that died for me. 
Drenched deep in agonies and tears ! 

Ix>, he reveals his shining breast ; 

I own those wounds, and I adore : 
Lo, he prepares a royal feast. 

Sweet fruit of the sharp pangs be bore ! 

Whence flow these favours so divine ? 

Lord ! why so lavish of thy blood ? 
Why for such earthly souls as mine. 

This heavenly flesh, this sacred food ? 

Twas his own love that made him bleed. 
That nail'd him to the cursed tree ; 

Twas his own love this table spread 
For such unworthy worms as we. 
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Then let us taste the Saviour's love. 
Come, Faith, and feed upon the Lord : 

With glad consent our lips shall move. 
And sweet Hosannas crown the board. 



CONVERSE WITH CHRIST. 

I*M tired with visits, modes, and forms. 
And flatteries paid to fellow-worms : 

Their conversation cloys ; 
Their vain amours, and empty stuff: 
But 1 can ne'er enjoy enough [my joys ! 

Of thy bless'd company, my Lord, thou life of all 

Wh^ he begins to tell his love, 
Through every vein my passions move. 

The captives of his tongue : 
In midnight shades, on frosty ground, 
I could attend the pleasing sound. 
Nor should I feel December cold, nor think the 
darkness long. 

There, while I hear my Saviour-God 
Count o'er the sins (a heavy load) 

He bore upon the tree ; 
Inward I blush with secret shame, . 
And weep, and love, and bless the name 
That knew not guilt nor grief his own, but bare 
it all for me. 

Next he describes the thorns he wore^ 
And talks his bloody passion o'er, 
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Till I am drown*d in tears : 
Yet with the sympathetic smart 
There's a strange joy beats round my heart! 
The cursed tree has blessings in \ my sweetest 
balm it bears. 

I hear the glorious sufferer tell, 
How on his cross he vanquish'd Hell, 

And all the powers beneath : 
Transported and inspired, my tongue 
Attempts his triumphs in a song ; 
* How has the Serpent lost his sting, and where '9 
thy victory. Death !' 

But when he shows his hands and heart. 
With those dear prints of dying smart. 

He sets my soul on fire : 
Not the beloved John could rest 
With more delight upon that breast. 
Nor Thomas pry into those wounds with more 
intense desire. 

Kindly he opens me his ear, 

And bids me pour my sorrows there, 

And tell him all my pains : 
Thus while I ease my burden'd heart, 
In every woe he bears a part. 
His arms embrace me, and his hand my drooping 
head sustains. 

Fly from my thoughts, all human things. 
And sporting swains, and fighting kings. 

And tales of wanton love : 
My soul disdains that little snare. 
The tangles of Amira's hair ; 
Thine arms, my God, are sweeter bands, nor can 
my heart remove. 
40. P 
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GRACE SHINING AND NATURE FAINTING. 

Solomon's song, i.3, and ii.-5, and vi. 5. 

Tell me, fairest of thy kind. 
Tell me. Shepherd, all divine. 
Where this fainting head reclined 
May relieve such cares as mine : 

Shepherd, lead me to thy grove ; 
If burning noon infect the sky. 
The sickening sheep to covert fly. 
The sheep not half so faint as I, 

Thus overcome with love. 

Say, thou dear Sovereign of my breast. 
Where dost thou lead thy flock to rest? 

Why should I appear like one 

Wild and wandering all alone, 

Unbeloved and unknown 1 

O my Great Redeemer, say. 

Shall I turn my feet astray ? 
Will Jesus bear to see me rove, 
To see me seek another love ? 

Ne'er had I known his dearest name. 
Ne'er had I felt his inward flame, [sound : 

Had not his heart-strings, first began the tender 
Nor can I bear the thought, that he 
Should leave the sky. 
Should bleed and die. 
Should love a wretch so vile as me. 
Without returns of passion for his dying wound. 
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His eyes are glory mix'd with grace ; 
tn his delightful awful face 
Sits majesty and gentleness. 
So tender is m^ bleeding heart 

That with a frown he kills ; 
His absence is perpetual smart; 
Nor is my soul refined enough 
To bear llie beaming of his love^ 

And feel his warmer smiles. 
Where shall 1 rest this drooping head ? 
I love, I love the Sun, and yet I want the shade. 

My sinking spirits feebly strive 

To* endure the ecstasy ; 
Beneath these rays 1 cannot live. 

And yet, without them, die. 
None knows the pleasure and the pain 
That all my inward powers sustain, [again. 
But such as feel a Saviour^s love, and love the God 

Oh, why should beauty heavenly bright 
Stoop to charm a mortal's sight. 

And torture with the sweet excess of light ? 
Our hearts, alas ! how frail their make ! , 
With their own weight of joy they break, 

Oh ! why is Love so strong, and Nature's self so 
weak. 

Turn, turn away thine eyes. 

Ascend the azure hills, and shine 
Amongst the happy tenants of the skies ; 
They can sustain a vision so divine. 

O turn thy lovely glories from me. 
The joys are too intense, the glories overcome me. 



168 LYRIC POEMS. B. I. 

Dear Lord, forgive my rash complaint. 
And love me still 
Against my froward will ; 
Unveil thy beauties, though I faint. 
Send the great herald from the sky. 
And at the trumpet s awful roar 
This feeble state of things shall fly, * 
And pain and pleasure mix no more : 
Then shall I gaze with strengthened sight. 
On glories infinitely bright. 
My heart shall all be love, my Jesus all delight. 



LOVE TO CHRIST, 

PRESENT OR ABSENT. 

Of all the joys we mortals know, 
Jesus, thy love exceeds the rest ; 

Love, the best blessing here below. 
And nearest image of the bless'd. 

Sweet are my thoughts, and soft my cares. 
When the celestial flame I feel ; 

In all my hopes, and all my fears. 
There's something kind and pleasing still. 

While I am held in his embrace 
There's not a thought attempts to rove ; 

Each smile he wears upon his face 
Fixes, and charms, and fires my love. 
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He speaks, and straight immortal joys 
Run through my ears, and reach my heart; 

My soul all melts at that dear voice. 
And pleasure shoots through every part. 

If he withdraw a moment's space, 
He leaves a sacred pledge behind ; 

Here in this breast his image stays, 
The grief and comfort of my mind. 

While of his absence I complain, 
And long, and weep, as lovers do ; 

There's a strange pleasure in the pain, 
And tears have their own sweetness too. 

When round his courts by day I rove. 
Or ask the watchmen of the night 

For some kind tidings of my love, 
His very name creates delight. 

Jesus, my God ! yet rather come ; 

Mine eyes would dwell upon thy face ; 
Tis best to see my Lord at home. 

And feel the presence of his grace. 



THE ABSENCE OF CHRIST. 

Come, lead me to some lofty shade 
Where turtles moan their loves ; 

Tall shadows were for lovers made ; 
And grief becomes the groves. 

p2 
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Tis no mean beauty of the ground 

That has enslaved mine eyes ; 
I faint beneath a nobler wound. 

Nor love below the skies. 

Jesus, the spring of all that 's bright. 

The Everlasting Fair, 
Heaven's ornament, and Heaven's delight. 

Is my eternal care. 

But, ah ! how far above this grove 
Does the bright Charmer dwell 1 

Absence, thou keenest wound to love. 
That sharpest pain I feel. 

Pensive I climb the sacred hills. 

And near him vent my woes ; 
Yet his sweet face he still conceals, 

Yet still my passion grows. 

I murmur to the hollow vale, 

I tell the rocks my flame. 
And bless the echo in her cell 

That best repeats his name. 

My passion breathes perpetual sighs. 

Till pitying winds shall hear. 
And genUy bear them up the skies, 

And gently wound his ear. 
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DESIRING HIS DESCENT TO EARTH. 

Jesus, I love. Come, dearest name. 
Come and possess this heart of mine ; 

I love, though 'tis a fainter flame. 
And infinitely less than thine. 

O ! if my Lord would l^ave the skies, 
Dress'd in the rays of mildest grace ; 

My soul should hasten to my eyes 
To meet the pleasures of his face. 

How would I feast on all his charms^ 
Then round his lovely feet entwine ! 

Worship and love, in all their forms. 
Should honour beauty so divine. 

In vain the tempter's Battering tongue, 
The world in vain shall bid me move. 

In vain ; for I should gaze so long 
Till I were all transformed to love. 

Then, mighty God ! I 'd sing and say, 

* What empty names are crowns and kings ! 

Amongst them give these worlds away. 
These little despicable things.' 

I would not ask to climb the sky. 

Nor envy angels their abode ; 
I have a Heaven, as bright and high. 

In the bless'd vision of my God. 
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ASCENDING TO HIM IN HEAVEN. 

Tis pure delight, without alloy, 

Jesus, to hear thy name ; 
My spirit leaps with inward joy, 

I feel the sacred flame. 

My passions hold a pleasing reign. 

While loTe inspires my breast ; 
Love, the divinest of the train. 

The sovereign of the rest. 

This is the grace must live and sing. 
When faith and fear shall cease. 

Must sound from every joyful string 
Through the sweet groves of bliss. 

Let life immortal seize my clay ; 

Let love reflne my blood; 
Her flames can bear my soul away. 

Can bring me near my God. 

Swift I ascend the heavenly place. 

And hasten to my home, 
I leap to meet thy kind embrace, 

I coikie, O Lord! I come. 

Sink down, ye separating hills. 

Let Guilt and Death remove, 
Tis Love that drives my chariot-wheels, 

And Death must yield to Love* 



DIVINE LOVE. 173 



THE 

PRESENCE OF GOD WORTH DYING FOR; 

OR, 

^c IBcBtf) of iiUiscs* 



Lord, 'tis an infinite delight 

To see thy lovely face. 
To dwell whole ages in thy sight. 

And feel thy vital rays. 

This Gabriel knows ; and sings thy name 

With rapture on his tongue ; 
Moses, the saint, enjoys the same, 

And Heaven repeats the song. 

While the bright nation sounds thy praise 

From each eternal hill. 
Sweet odours of exhaling grace 

The happy region fill. 

Thy love, a sea without a shore, 
Spreads life aild joy abroad : 

O 'tis a Heaven worth dying for. 
To see a smiling God ! • 

Show me thy face, and 111 away 

From all inferior things ; 
Speak, Lord, and here I quit my clay. 

And stretch my airy wings. 
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Sweet was the journey to the sky 

The wondrous prophet tried ; 
' Climb up the mount, (says God) and die :* — 

The prophet climb'd, and died. 

Softly his fainting head he lay 

Upon his Maker's breast ; 
His Maker kiss'd his soul away, 

And laid his flesh to rest. 

In God's own arms he left the breath 

That God's own Spirit gave ; 
His was the noblest road to death. 

And his the sweetest grave. 



LONGING FOR HIS RETURN. 

O 'twas a mournful parting day ! 

' Farewell, my Spouse/ he said ; 
(How tedious. Lord, is thy delay ! 

How long my love hath staid !) 

Farewell ! at once he left the ground. 

And climb'd his Father's sky ! 
Lord, I would tempt thy chariot down. 

Or leap to. thee on high. 

Round the creation wild I rove, 

And search the globe in vain ; 
There's nothing here that's worth my love, 

Till thou return again. 
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My passions fly to seek their King, 

And send their groans abroad. 
They beat the air with heavy wing. 

And mourn an absent God. 

ft 

With inward pain my heart-strings sound. 

My soul dissolves away ; 
Dear Sovereign, whirl the seasons round. 

And bring the promised day. 



HOPE IN DARKNESS. 

16d4. 

Ybt, gracious God, 

Yet will I seek thy smiling face ; 

What though a short eclipse his beauties shroud 
And bar the influence of his rays ; 

Tis but a morning vapour, or a summer cloud : 

He is my Sun though he refuse to shine. 
Though for a moment he depart, 
I dwell for ever on his heart. 

For ever he on mine. 
Early before the light arise 
111 spring a thought away to God ; _ 
The passion of my heart and eyes 
Shall shout a thousand groans and sighs, 
A thousand glances strike the skies. 
The floor of his abode. 

Dear Sovereign, hear thy servant pray. 
Bend the blue Heavens, Eternal King ! 
Downward thy cheerful graces bring : 
Or shall I breathe in vain, and pant my hours away ? 
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Break, glorious Brightness, through the gloomy 
Look how the armies of despair [▼ei]. 

Aloft their sooty bauners rear 
Round my poor captive soul, and dare 
Pronounce me prisoner of Hell. 
But thou, my Sun, and thou, my Shield, 
Wilt save me in the bloody field ; [ray. 

Break, glorious Brightness, shoot one glimmering 
One glance of thine creates a day, 
And drives the troops of Hell away. 

Happy .the times, but ah ! those times are gone 

When wondrous power and radiant grace 
Bound the tall arches of the temple shone. 
And mingled their victorious rays: 

Sin, with all its ghastly train. 
Fled to the deeps of Death again, 
And smiling triumph sat on every face : 
Our spirits raptured with the sight, 
Were all devotion, all delight. 
And loud Hosannas sounded the Bedeemer*a 
* Here (could I say, [praise. 

And point the place whereon I stood) 
Here I. enjoy'd a visit half the day 
From my descending God : 
I was regaled with heavenly fare. 
With fruit and manna from above ; 
Divinely sweet the blessings were. 
While my Emanuel was there : 
And o'er my head 
The Conqueror spread 
The banner of his love/ 

Then why my heart sunk down so low 1 
Why do my eyes dissolve and jQow, 
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And hopeless nature mourn 1 
Review, my soul, those pleasing days^ 
Read his unalterable grace 
Through the displeasure of his face. 

And wait a kind return. 
A father's love may raise a frown 
To chide the child, or prove the son. 

But love will ne'er destroy ; 
The hour of darkness is but short, 
Paith be thy life, and patience thy support. 

The morning brings thee joy. 



COME, LORD JEStrS. 

When shall thy lovely face be seen ? 

When shall our eyes behold our God? 
What lengths of distance lie between. 

And hills of guilt ! — a heavy load t 

Qur months are ages of delay. 
And slowly every minute wears; 

Fly, winged Time, and roll a\<^ay 
These tedious rounds of sluggish years. 

Ye heavenly gates, loose all your chains. 

Let the eternal pillars bow ; 
Bless'd Saviour, cleave the starry plains. 

And make the crystal mountains flow. 

Hark, how thy saints unite their cries, 
And pray and wait the general doom ; 

Come> Thou, the soul of fdl our joys. 
Thou, the Desire of Nations, come* 

40 Q 
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Put thy bright robes of triumph on, 
, And bless oar eyes, and bless our ears. 
Thou absent Love, thou dear Unknowny 
Thou Fairest of ten thousand Fairs. 

Our heart-strings groan with deep complaint. 
Our flesh lies panting. Lord, for thee ; 

And every limb, and every joint. 
Stretches for immortality. 

Our spirits shake their eager wings. 
And bum to meet thy flying throne ; 

We rise away from mortal things. 
To' attend thy shining chariot down. 

Now let our cheerful eyes survey * 
The blazing earth and melting hills, 

And smile to see the lightnings play. 
And flash along before thy wheels. 

O for a shout of violent joys 

To join the trumpet's thundering sound! 
The angel herald shakes the skies. 

Awakes the graves, and tears the ground. 

Ye slumbering saints, a heavenly host 
Stands waiting at your gaping tombs ; 

Let every sacred sleeping dust 
Leap into life, for Jesus comes. 

Jesus, the God of might and love. 

New-moulds our limbs of cumbrous <;lay ; 

Quick as seraphic flames we move. 
Active, and young, and fair as they. 
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Our airy feet with unknown flight. 

Swift as the motions of desire. 
Run up the hills of heavenly light. 

And leave the weltering world in fire. 



BEWAILING MY OWN INCONSTANCY, 

I LOVE the Lord ; but ah ! how far 
My thoughts from the dear object are ! 
This wanton heart, how wide it roves ! 
And fancy meets a thousand loves. 

If my soul burn to see my God, 
I tread the courts of his abode ; 
But troops of rivals throng the place. 
And tempt p^e off, before his face. 

Would I enjoy my Lord alone, 
I bid my passions all be gone. 
All but my love ; and charge my will 
To bar the door and guard it still. 

But cares, or trifles, make or find 
Still new avenues to the mind. 
Till I with grief and wonder see 
Huge crowds betwixt the Lord and m^. 

Oft I am told the Muse will prove 
A friend to piety and love ; 
Straight I begin some sacred song. 
And take my Saviour on my tongue. 
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Strangely I lose bis lovely face, 
To hold the empty soands in chase ; 
At best the chimes divide my heart. 
And the Muse shares the larger part. 

False confident ! and falser breast ! 
Fickle,, and fond of every guest : 
Each airy image as it flies 
Here finds adndttance thrpugh my eyes^ 

This foolish heart can leave her God, 
And 9hadows tempt her thoughts abroad : 
How shall I fix this wandering mind ? 
Or throw my fetters on the wind ? 

Look gently down. Almighty GraQ^9 
Prison me round in thine embrace; 
Pity the soul that would be thine. 
And let thy power my love confine. 

Say, when shall that bright moment b^ 
That I shall live alone for thee, 
My he^Tt no foreign lords adore. 
And the wild Muse prove false no more 1 



FORSAKEN, YET HOPING. 

Happy the hours, the golden days. 
When I could call my Jesus mine, 

And sit and view his smiling face. 
And melt in pleasures all divine. 
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Near to my heart, within my arms. 

He lay, till sin defiled my breast. 
Till broken vows, and earthly charms. 

Tired and provoked my heavenly guest. 

And now He's gone, (O mighty woe !) 
Qone from my soul, and hides his love ! 

Curse on you, sins, that grieved him so. 
Ye sins, that forced him to remove. 

Break, break, my heart; complain, my tongue; 

Hither, my friends, your sorrows bring : 
Angels, assist my doleful song 

If you have e'er a mourning string. 

But ah ! your joys are ever high, 

Ever his lovely face you see ; 
While my poor spirits pant and die, ' 

And gproan, for Thee, my God, for Thee 2 

Yet let my hope look through my tears, 

And spy afar his rolling throne ; 
His chariot through the cleaving spheres 

Shall bring the bright Beloved down. 

Swift as a roe flies o'er the hills. 

My ^oul springs out to meet him high ; 

Then the fair Conqueror turns his wheels, 
And climbs the mansions of the sky. 

There smiling joy for ever reigns, 
No .more the turtle leaves the dove ; 

Farewell to jealousies, and pains, 
And all the ills of absent love. 

q2 
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THE CONCLUSION. 

GOD EXALTED ABOVE ALL PRAISE. 

JQternal Power! whose high abode 
Becomes the grandeur of a God ; 
Infinite length beyond the bounds 
Where stars reyolve th^ir little round3. 

The lowest step above thy seat 

Rises too high for Gabriel's feet, 

In vain the tall archangel tries 

To reach thine height with wondering eyes, 

Thy dazzling beauties whilst tie sings. 
He hides his face behind his wings ; 
And ranks of shining thrones around 
Fall worshipping, and spread the ground. 

Lord, what shall earth and ashes do ?. 
We would adore our Maker too ; 
Prom sin and dust to thee we cry, 
' The Great, the Holy, and the High !' 

Earth from afar has heard thy fame, 
And worms have learn'd to lisp thy name ; 
But O ! the glories of thy mind 
Lea .'8 all our soaring thoughts behind. 

God is in Heaven, and men below ; 
Be short, our tunes ; our words, be few ; 
A sacred reverence checks our songs. 
And praise sits silent on our tongues. 

Tibi «ilet laas, O Deas. Psalm Ixj. 1. 
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Bmu\> to Vixiut, l^onour, ant) Jfxitnt>$Hfi 



TO HER MAJESTY. 

QuEBN of the northern world, whose gentle sway 
Commands our love, and charms our hearts to' 

obey. 
Forgive jthe nation's groan when Williani died : 
Lo, at thy feet, in all the loyal pride 
Of blooming joy, three happy realms appear. 
And William's urn almost without a tear 
Stands ; nor complains : while from thy gracious 

tongue 
Peace flows in silver streams amidst the throng. 
Amazing balm, that on those lips was found. 
To sooth the torment of that mortal wound, 
And calm the wild afiright ! The terror dies. 
The bleeding wound cements, the danger flies. 
And Albion shouts thine honours as her joys arise. 
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The German eagle feels her guardian dead. 
Not her own thunder can secure her head t 
Her trembling eaglets hasten from afar. 
And Belgia's lion dreads the Gallic war; 
All hide behind thy shield. Remoter lands. 
Whose lives lay trusted in Nassovian hands. 
Transfer their souls, and live ; secure they play 
In thy mild rays, and love the growing day. 

Thy beamy wing at once defends and warms 
Fainting Religion, whilst in various forms 
F^ir Piety shines through the British isles : 
Here at thy side, and in thy kindest smiles ' 
Blazing in ornamental gold she stands. 
To bless thy councils, and assist thy hands. 
And crowds wait round her to receive commands. 
There, at a humble distance froin the throne % 
Beauteous she lies ; her lustre all her own, 
Ungarnish'd ; yet not blushing, nor afraid. 
Nor knows suspicion, nor affects the shade: 
Cheerful and pleased, she not presumes to share 
In thy parental gifts, but owns thy guardian care. 
For thee, dear Sovereign, endless vows arise. 
And zeal, with earthly wing, salutes the skies 
To gain thy safety : here a solemn form ' 
Of ancient words keeps the devotion warm, 
And guides, but bounds Our wishes: there the 

mind * 
Feels its own fire, and kindles, unconfined. 
With bolder hopes : yet still beyond our vows. 
Thy lovely glories rise, thy spreading terror grows. 

1 The Established Charch of England. 
' The Protestant Dissenters. 
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Princess! the world already owns thy name: 
Go, mount the chariot of immortal Fame, 
Nor die to be renown'd; Fame's loudest breath 
Too dear is purchased by an angeFs death. 
The vengeance of thy rod, with general joy. 
Shall scourge Rebellion and the rival boy ^ : 
Thy sounding arras his Gallic patron hears 
And speeds his flight ; nor overtakes his fears. 
Till hard Despair wring from the tyrant's soul 
The iron tears out. Let thy frown control 
Our angry jars at home, till wrath submit 
Her impious banners to thy sacred feet. 
Mad Zeal and Frenzy, with their murderous train. 
Flee these sweet realms in thine auspicious reign, 
Envy expire in rage, and Treason bite the chain. 

Let no black scenes affright fair Albion's stage ; 
Thy thread of life prolong our golden age. 
Long bless the earth, and. late asc«nd thy throne 
Etherial; (not thy deeds are there unknown. 
Nor there unsung ; for, by thine awful hands. 
Heaven rules the waves, and thunders o'er the 

lands. 
Creates inferior kings S and gives them their corn- 
Legions attend thee at the radiant gates ; [mands), 
For thee thy sister-seraph, bless'd Maria wajts. 

But oh! the parting stroke! some heavenly 
Cheer thy sad Britons in the gloomy hour; [power 
Some new propitious star appear on high, 
The fairest glory of the western sky, 
And Anna be its name ; with gentle sway, 
To check the planets of malignant ray, 

' The Pretender. 

* She made Charles, the Emperor's second son, KMg of 
Spab, who was afterwards Emperor of GermaoT. 
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Sooth the rude north-wind, and the rugged Bear, 
Calm rising wars, heal the contagious air, 
And reign with peaceful influence to the southern 
sphere. 

NoU. This poem was written in the year 1705 » in that 
honourable part of the reign of Qaeen Anne, when she had 
broke the French power at Blenheim, asserted the right of 
Charles, the present Emperor, to the crown of Spain ; exerted 
her zeal for the Protestant succession ; and promised in- 
Tiolablj to maintain the toleration to the Protestant Dis* 
senters. Thas she appeared the chief support of the Refor- 
mation, and the patroness of the liberties of Europe. 

The latter part of her reign was of a different colour, and 
was by no means attended with the accomplishment of those 
glorious hopes which we had conceived. Now the Muse 
cannot satisfy herself Ho publish this new edition without ac- 
knowledging the mistake of her former presages ; and while 
she does the world this justice, she does herself the honour of 
|i voluntary retraction. 



I. W. 



August 1, 17^1. 



PALINODIA. 

Britons, forgive the forward Muse, 
That dared prophetic seals to loose, 
(Unskiird in Fate's eternal book) 
And the deep characters mistook. 

George is the name, that glorious star ; 
Ye saw his splendours beaming far ; 
Saw, in the East, your joys arise. 
When Anna sunk in Western skies. 
Streaking the heavens with crimson gloom. 
Emblems of Tyranny and Rome," 
Portending blood and night to come. 
Twas George diffused a vital ray, 
And gave the dying nations days : 
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His influence sooths the Russian bear, 
Calms rising wars, and wheals the air ; 
Join'd with the Sun, his beanas are hurFd 
To scatter blessings round the world : 
Fulfil whate'er the Muse has spoke. 
And crown the work that Anne forsook. 

Aug. 1, 1721. 



TO JOHN LOCKE, ESQ. 

RETIRED FROM BUSINESS. 

Angels are made of heavenly things. 
And light and love our souls compose. 
Their bliss within their bosom springs. 

Within their bo^om flows. 
But narrow minds still make pretence 
To search the coasts of flesh and sense. 
And fetch diviner pleasures thence. 
Men are akin to' etherial forms. 
But they belie their nobler birth,. 
Debase their honour down to earth. 
And claim a share with worms. 

He that has treasures of his own 
May leave the cottage or the throne. 
May quit the globe, and dwell alone 

Within his spacious mind. 
Locke hath a soul wide as the sea. 
Calm as the night, bright as the day. 
There may his vast ideas play. 
Nor feel a thought confined. 
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TO JOHN SHUTE, ESQ. 

AFTERWARDS VISCOUNT BARRINGTON. 

ON MR. Locke's dangerou sickness some time after 

HE HAD RETIRED TO STUDY THE SCRIPTURES. 

JUNE, 1704. 

And must the man of wondrous mind 
(Now his rich thoughts are just refined) 

Forsake our longing eyes? 
Reason, at length, submits to wear 
The wings of Faith; and lo, they rear 
Her chariot high, and nobly bear 

Her prophet to the skies. 

Go, friend, and wait the prophet's flight. 
Watch if his mantle chance to Kght, 

And seize it for thy own ; 
Shute is the darling of his years^ 
Young Shute hiis better likeness bears : 
All but his wrinkles alid his hairs- 
Are copied in his son. 

Thus when our follies, or our faults, 
Call for the pity of thy thoughts, 

Thy pen shall make us wise : 
The sallies of whose youthful wit 
Could pierce the British fogs with light. 
Place our true interest* in our sight, 

And open half our eyes. 

^ The Interest of England, written by J. S. Esq. 
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TO MR. WILLIAM NOKES. 

1702. 

Friendship, thou charmer of the mind. 

Thou sweet deluding ill. 
The brightest minute mortals 6nd, 

And sharpest hour we feel. 

Fate has divided all our shares 

Of pleasure and of pain ; 
In love the comforts and the cares 

Are mix'd and join'd again. 

But whilst in floods our sorrow rolls, 

And drops of joy are few. 
This dear delight of mingling souls 

Serves but to swell our woe. 

Oh ! why should bliss depart in haste, 
And friendship stay to moan? 

Why the fond passion pling so fast, 
When every joy is gone ? — 

Yet never let our hearts divide. 
Nor death dissolve the chain : 

For love and joy were once allied. 
And must be join'd again. 

40. r 
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TO 

NATHANIEL GOULD, ESQ. 

(afterwards sir NATHANIEL GODLD.) 

1704. 

Tis not by splendour, or by state. 
Exalted mien, or lofty gait. 
My Muse takes measure of a king:: 
If wealth, or height, or bulk will do,. 
She calls each mountain of Peru 
A more majestic thing. 

Frown on me, friend, if e'er I boast 
0*er fellow minds enslaved in clay. 
Or swell when I shall have engross'd 
A larger heap of shining dust. 
And bear a bigger load of earth than they. 
Let the vain world salute me loud. 
My thoughts look inward, and forget 
The sounding names of high and g^eat,. 
The flatteries of the crowd. 

When Gould commands his ships lo run 
And search the traffic of the sea, 
His fleet o ertakes the falling day. 
And bears the western mines away. 
Or richer spices from the rising sun : 
While the glad tenants of the shore 
Shout and pronounce him senator', 

Yet still the man 's the same : 
For well the happy merchant knows — 
The soul with treasure never grows. 

Nor swells with airy fame. 
' Member of Parliament for a port in Saasex. 
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But trust me, Gould, 'tis lawful pride 
To rise above the mean control 
Of flesh and sense, to which we 're tied ; 
This is ambition that becomes a soul. 

We steer our course up through the skies ; 
Farewell this barren land : 
We ken the heavenly shore with longing eyes. 
There the dear wealth of spirits lies, 
And beckoning angels stand. 



TO DR. THOMAS GIBSON. 

€^]&e Stfe of SbouH* 

1704. 

Swift as the Sun revolves the day. 

We hasten to the dead ; 
Slaves to the wind we puff away. 

And to the ground we tread. 
Tis air that lends us life, when first 

The vital bellows heave : 
Our flesh we borrow* of the dust ; 
And when a mother's care has nurs'd ' 
The babe to manly size, we must 

With usury pay the grave. 

Bich juleps, drawn from precious ore. 

Still tend the dying flame ; 
And plants, and roots, of barbarous name, 

Tom from the Indian shore: 
Thus we support our tottering flesh. 

Our cheeks resume the rose afresh, 
When bark and steel play well their game 
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To save oar sinking breath ; 
And Gibson, with his awfiil power, 
Rescues the poor precarious hour 

From the demands of death. 

But Art and Nature, powers and charms. 
And drugs, and recipes, and forms, 
Yield us, at last, to greedy worms 

A despicable prey ; 
I'd have a life to csdl my own. 
That shall depend on Heayen alone ; 

Nor Air, nor Earth, nor Sea, 
Mix their base essences with mine. 
Nor claim dominion so divine. 

To give me leave to be. 

Sure there's a mind within, that reigns 
O'er the dull current of my veins ; 
I feel the inward pulse beat high 
With vigorous immortality. 
Let earth resume the flesh it gave. 
And breath dissolve amongst the winds ; 
Gibson, the things that fear a grave. 
That I can lose, or you can save. 
Are not akin to minds. 

We claim acquaintance with the skies. 
Upward our spirits hourly rise. 

And there our thoughts employ : 
When Heaven shall sign our grand release. 
We are no strangers to the place. 

The business, or the joy. 
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FALSE GREATNESS. 

Mylo, forbear to call him bless'd 
That only boasts a larg:e estate, 
Should all the treasures of the west 
Meet, and copspice to make him great: 
I know thy better thoughts, I kuow 
Thy reason can't descend so low : 
Let a broad stream, with golden sands^ 

Through all his meadows roll. 
He's but a wretch, with all his lands. 

That wears a narrow soul. 

He swells amidst his wealthy store. 
And proudly poising what he weighs. 
In his own scale he fondly lays 

Huge heaps of shining ore : 
He spreads the balance wide, to hold 

His manors and his farqis. 
And cheats the beam with loads of gold 

He hugs between his arms. 
So might the ploughboy climb a tree. 

When Croesus mounts his throne. 
And both stand up, and smile to see 

How long their shadow 's grown : 
Alas ! how vain their fancies be. 
To think that shape their own ! 

Thus mingled still with wealth and state, 
Croesus himself can never know ; 
His true dimensions and his weight 
Are far inferior to their show. 

r2 
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Were I so tall to reach the pole. 
Or grasp the ocean with my span, 
I must be measured by my soul : 
The mind's the standard of the man. 



TO SARISSA. 

AN EPISTLE. 

Bear up, Sarissa, through the ruffling storms 
Of a vain Texing world : tread down the cares. 
Those rugged thorns that lie across the road. 
Nor spend a tear upon them. Trust the Muse, 
She sings experienced truth : this briny dew. 
This rain of eyes, will make the briars grow. 
We travel through a desert, and our feet 
Have measured a fair space, have left behind 
A thousand dangers, and a thousand snares 
Well scaped. Adieu ! ye horrors of the dark. 
Ye finished labours, and ye tedious toils 
Of days and hours : the twinge of real smart. 
And the false terrors of ill-boding dreams. 
Vanish together, be alike forgot, 
Por ever blended in one common grave. 

Farewell, ye waxing and ye waning moons. 
That we have watched behind the flying clouds 
On Night's dark hill, or setting or ascending. 
Or in meridian height : then silence reign'd 
O'er half the world ; then ye beheld our tears. 
Ye witnessed our complaints, our kindred groans, 
(Sad haimony !) while with your beamy horns 
Or richer orb ye silver'd o'er the green 
Where trod our feet, and lent a feeble light 
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To mourners. Now ye have fulfiird your round. 
Those hours are fled, farewell ! Months that are 

gone 
Are gone for ever, and have borne away 
Each his own load. Our woes and soitows past. 
Mountainous woes, still lessen as they fly 
Far off. So billows in a stormy sea, 
Wave after wave (a long succession) roll 
Beyond the ken of sight : the sailors safe. 
Look far astern till they have lost the storm. 
And shout their boisterous joys. A gentler Muse 
Sings thy dear safety, and commands thy cares 
To dark oblivion buried deep in night. 
Lose them, Sarissa, and assist my song. 

Awake thy voice, sing how the slender line 
Of Fate^s immortal Now divides the past 
Prom all the future with eternal bars. 
Forbidding a return. The past temptations 
No more shall vex us ; every grief we feel 
Shortens the destined number ; every pulse 
Beats a sharp moment of the pain away. 
And the last stroke will come. By swift degrees 
Time sweeps us off, and we shall soon arrive 
At life's sweet period : O celestial point. 
That ends this mortal story ! 

But if a glimpse of light, with flattering ray, 
Breaks through the clouds of life, or wandering fire. 
Amidst the shades invite your doubtful feet. 
Beware the dancing meteor ; faithless guide. 
That leads the lonesome pilgrim wide astray 
To bogs, and fens, and pits, and certain death ! 
Should vicious pleasure take an angel-form 
And at a distance rise, by slow degrees. 
Treacherous, to wind herself into your heart. 
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Stand firm atoof ; nor let the gaudy phantom 
Too long allure your gaze; the just delight 
That Heaven indulges lawful must obey 
Superior powers ; nor tempt your thoughts too far 
In slavery to sense, nor swell your hope 
To dangerous size. If it approach your feet. 
And court your hand, forbid the' intruding joy 
To sit too near your heart : still may our souls 
Claim kindred with the skies, nor mix with dust 
Our better-bom affections : leave the globe, 
A nest for worms, and hasten to our home. 

O there are gardens of the' immortal kind. 
That crown the heavenly Eden's rising hills 
With beauty and with sweets; no lurking mischief 
Dwells in the fruit, nor serpent twines the boughs ; 
The branches bend laden with life and bliss 
Ripe for the taste, but 'tis a steep ascent : 
Hold fast the golden chain ' let down from Heaven, 
'Twill help your feet and wings ; I feel its force 
Draw upwards ; fasten'd to the pearly gate 
It guides the way unerring : happy clue 
Through this dark wild ! 'Twas Wisdom's noblest 

work. 
All joined by Power Divine, and every link is love. 

 The Gospel. 
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TO MR. T. BRADBURY. 

1708. 

Young as I am, I quit the stage. 
Nor will I know the' applauses of the age ; 
Farewell to growing fame. I leave below 

A life not half worn out with cares. 
Or agonies, or years ; 

I leave my country all in tears, 
But Heaven demands me upward, and I dare to go. 

Amongst ye, friends, divide and share 
The remnant of my days. 

If ye have patience, and can bear [race. 
A long fatigue of life, and drudge through all the 

Hark! my fair guardian chides my stay. 

And waves his golden rod : 
* Angel, I come, lead on the way f 

And now by swift degrees 
I sail aloft through azure seas. 
Now tread the milky road ; 
Farewell, ye planets, in your spheres ; 
And as the stars are lost, a brighter sky appears. 

In haste for Paradise 
I stretch the pinions of a bolder thought: 
Scarce had I will'd, but I was past 
Deserts of trackless light and all the' etherial waste. 

And to the sacred borders brought ; 
There on the wing a guard of cherubs lies. 
Each waves a keen flame as he flies. 
And well defends the walls from sieges and surprise. 



POKSfS^ Bw II. 

Witk plcassg levtKMX I bdiold 
The pcarir portals vide mitbid : 

2Ht £ist apoa d»e dyinc Msse, 
Asd kt diT rorin^ wooder loose 
O'er aB the' eapfreal plaies. 
NooB staads eteraal here : here mmj thy sight 
Dink m the lajs of pfUBoeeaial li^t; 
Heie breathe uuBOftal air: 
Joj must beat high ia ererj reia. 
Pleasure through all thy bosooi i^eiga ; 
The laws forbid that straager, paia. 
And banish every caie. 

See how the bobbhog springs of lore 
Beneath the throoe arise ; 

The streams in crystal channels inoTe, 

Around the golden streets they rove. 
And bless the mansions of the upper skies. 

There a fair grove of knowledge grows. 

Nor sin nor death infects the fruit; 

Young life hangs fresh on all the boughs. 
And springs from every root; 

Here may thy greedy senses feast 
While ecstasy and health attends on every taste. 

With the fair prospect charm'd I stood; 
Fearless I feed on the delicious fare. 
And drink profuse Salvation from the Silver Flood, 
Nor can excess be there. 

Id sacred order ranged along. 

Saints new released by death 
Join the bold seraph's warbling breath. 

And aid the* immortal soog. 
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Each has a voice that tunes his strings 
To mighty sounds and mighty things. 

Things of everlasting weight, 
Sounds, like the softer viol, sweet, 

And, like the trumpet, strong. 
Divine attention held my soul, 
I was all ear! 
Through all my powers the heavenly accents roll^ 
I long'd and wish'd my Bradbury there ; 
< Could he but hear these notes, (I said) 
His tuneful soul would never bear 
The dull unwinding of life's tedious thread. 
But burst the vital chords to reach the happy 
dead.' 

And now my tongue prepares to join 
The harmony, and with a noble aim 

Attempts the' unutterable name, 
But faints, confounded by the notes divine : 
Again my soul the' unequal honour sought. 

Again her utmost force she brought. 
And bow'd beneath the burden of the' unwieldy 
thought. 

Thrice I essay'd, and fainted thrice ; 
The' immortal labour strain'd my feeble frame. 
Broke the bright vision, and dissolved the dream ; 

I sunk at once and lost the skies : 

In vain I sought the scenes of light 

Rolling abroad my longing eyes. 
For all around them stood my curtains and the night. 
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STRICT RELIGION VERY RARE. 

I'm borne aloft, and leave the crowd, 

I sail upon a morning cloud 

Skirted with dawning gold: 
Mine eyes beneath the opening day 
Command the globe with wide survey. 
Where ants in busy milUons play. 

And tug and heave the mould. 

* Are these the things, (ray passion cried) 
That we call men 1 Are these allied 

To the fair worlds of light ? 
They have rased out their Maker s name. 
Graven on their minds with pointed flame 

In strokes divinely bright. 

' Wretches ! they hate their native skies ; 
If an etherial thought arise, 

Or spark of virtue shine, 
With cruel force they damp its plumes. 
Choke the young fire with sensual fumes, 

With business, lust, or wine. 

< Lo ! how they throng with panting breath 

The broad descending road 
That leads unerring down to Death, 

Nor miss the dark abode.' 
Thus while I drop a tear or two 
On the wild herd, a noble few 
Dare to stray upward, and pursue 

The' unbeaten way to God. 
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I meet Myrtillo mounting high, 
I know his candid soul afar ; 
Here Dorylus and Thyrsis fly 

Each like a rising star ; 
Charin I saw and Fidea there, 
I saw them help each other's flight. 

And bless them as they go ; 
They soar beyond my labouring sight. 
And leaye their loads of mortal care. 

But not their love below. 
On Heaven, their home, they fix their eyes. 

The temple of their God : 
With morning incense up they rise 
Sublime, and through the lower skies 

Spread their perfumes abroad. 

Across the road a seraph flew, 
* Mark, (said he) that happy pair. 
Marriage helps devotion there : 
When kindred minds their God pursue. 
They break with double vigour through 

The dull incumbent air.' 
Charm'd with the pleasure and surprise 

My soul adores and sings ; 
< Bless'd be the power that springs their flight. 
That streaks their path with heavenly light. 
That turns their love to sacrifice. 

And joins their zeal for wings.' 



40. 
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TO MR C. AND S. FLEETWOOD. 

Fleetwoods, young generoas pair. 
Despise the joys that fools pursue; 
Bubbles are light and brittle too. 
Bom of the water and the air. 

Tried by a standard bold and just 

Honour and gold, and paint and dust ; 
How Tile the last is, and as yain the first? 

Things that the crowd call great and brave. 
With me how low their value's brought ! 
Titles and names, and life and breath, 
Slaves to the wind, and born for death ; 
The soul's the only thing we have 

Worth an important thought. 

The soul ! 'tis of the' immortal kind. 

Nor form'd of fire, or earth, or wind. 
Outlives the mouldering corpse, and leaves the 
globe behind. 

In limbs of clay though she appears. 
Arrayed in rosy skin, and deck'd with ears and eyes. 

The flesh is but the soul's disguise. 
There 's nothing in her frame, kin to the dress she 
wears : 

From all the laws of matter free. 

From all we feel, from all we see. 
She stands eternally distinct, and must for ever be. 

Rise then, my thoughts, on high. 
Soar beyond all that*s made to die ; 
Lo! on an awful throne 
Sits the Creator and the Judge of souls. 

Whirling the planets round the poles, [on. 

Winds off our threads of life, and brings our periods 
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Swift the approach, and solemn is the day. 

When this immortal mind, 
Stripp'd of the body's coarse array. 
To endless pain, or endless joy. 

Must be at once consigned. 

Think of the sands run down to waste. 
We possess none of all the past. 
None but the present is our own ; 
Grace is not placed within our power, 
'Tis but one short, one shining hour. 
Bright and declining as a setting sun. 
See the white minutes wing'd with haste; 
The w)w that flies may be the last ; 
Seize the salvation ere 'tis passed. 

Nor mourn the blessing gone ; 
A thought's delay is ruin here, 
A closing eye, a gasping breath. 
Shuts up the golden scene in death, 

And drowns you in despair. 



TO WILLIAM BLACKBOURN, ESQ. 

CASIMIR, LIB. II. OD. 2. IMITATED. 
QasB tegit canas inodo Brama Talles, &c. 

Mark how it snows! how fast the valley fills! 

And the sweet groves the hoary garments wear; 
Yet the warm sunbeams bounding from the hills 

Shall melt the veil away, and the young green 
appear. 



204 I«TRIC POBMS. B. IT. 

Bot when old age has on yoor temples shed 
Her silTer frost, there^s no returning son ; 

Swift flies our antomo, swift our summer *s fled. 
When youth, and loye, and spring, and golden 
joys are gone. 

Then cold, and winter, and your aged snow. 
Stick fast upon yon ; not the rich array. 

Not the green garland, nor the rosy bough. 
Shall cancel or conceal the meUuicholy gray. 

The chase of pleasures is not worth the pains. 
While the bright sands of health run wasting 
down; 

And honour calls you from the softer scenes. 
To sell the gaudy hour for ages of renown. 

lis but one youth, and short, that mortals hare, 
Aud one old age dissolves our feeble frame ; 

But there's a heavenly art to' elude the grave. 
And with the hero-race immortal kindred claim. 

The man that has his country's sacred tears 

Bedewing his cold hearse, has lived his day : 
Thus, Blackbourn, we should leave our names our 
heirs ; [away. 

Old Time and waning moons sweep all the rest 



TRUE MONARCHY. 

1701. 

The rising year beheld the' imperious Graul 
Stretch his dominion, while a hundred towns 
Crouch'd to the victor : but a steady soul 
''tands firm on its own base, and reigns as wide. 
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As absolute : and sways ten thousand slaves. 
Lusts and wild fancies, with a sovereign hand. 

We are a little kingdom ; but the man 
That chains his rebel will to Reason's throne. 
Forms it a large one ; whilst his royal mind 
Makes Heaven its council, from the rolls above 
Draws its own slatutes, and with joy obeys. 
Tis not a troop of well-appointed guards 
Create a monarch, not a purple robe 
Dyed in the people's blood, not all the crowns 
Or dazzling tiars that bend about the head, [stars. 
Though gilt with sunbeams and set round with 
A monarch's he that conquers all his fears. 
And treads upon them ; when he stands alone. 
Makes his own camp ; four guardian virtues wait 
His nightly slumbers, and secure his dreams. 
Now dawns the light ; he ranges all his thoughts 
In square battalions, bold to meet the' attacks 
Of Time and Chance, himself a numerous host, 
All eye, all ear, all wakeful as the day, 
Tina as a rock, and moveless as the centre. 

In vain the harlot. Pleasure, spreads her charms, 
To lull his thoughts in Luxury's fair lap 
To sensual ease, (the bane of little kings, 
Monarchs whose waxen images of souls 
Are moulded into softness) still his mind 
Wears its own shape, nor can the heavenly form 
Stoop to be model'd by the wild decrees 
Of the mad vulgar, that unthinking herd. 

He lives above the crowd, nor hears the noise 
Of wars and triumphs, nor regards the shouts 
Of popular applause, that empty sound ; 
Nor feels the flying arrows of Reproach, 
Or Spite or Envy. In himself secure, 

S 2 
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Wisdom his tower, and conscience is his shield. 
His peace all inward, and his joys his own. 

Now my ambition swells, my wishes soar. 
This be my kingdom: sit above the globe. 
My rising soul, and dress thyself around. 
And shine in Virtue's armour, climb the height 
Of Wisdom's lofty castle, there reside 
Safe from the smiling and the frowning world* 

Yet once a day drop down a gentle look 
On the great mole-hill, and with pitying eye 
Survey the busy emmets round the heap. 
Crowding and bustling in a thousand forms 
Of strife and toil, to purchase wealth and fame, 
A bubble or a dust : then call thy thoughts 
Up to thyself to feed on joys unknown, 
Kich without gold, and great without renown. 



TRUE COURAGE. 

Honour demands my song. Foi^et the ground. 
My generous Muse, and sit amongst the stars ! 
There sing the soul, that, conscious of her birth, 
lives like a native of the vital world. 
Amongst these dying clods, and bears her state 
Just to herself : how nobly she maintains 
Her character ; superior to the flesh. 
She wields her passions, like her limbs, and knows 
The brutal powers were only born to' obey. 

This is the man whom storms could never make 
Meanly complain ; nor can a flattering gale 
Make him talk proudly : he hath no desire 
To read his secret fate ; yet unconcerned 
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And calm, could meet his unborn destiny, 
In all its charming or its frightful shapes. 

He that unshrinking, and without a groan. 
Bears the first wound, may finish all the war 
With mere courageous silence, and come off 
Conqueror : for the man that well conceals 
The heavy strokes of Fate, he bears them well. 

He, though the' Atlantic and the Midland seas 
With adverse surges meet, and rise on high 
Suspended 'twixt the winds, then rush amain. 
Mingled with flames, upon his single head. 
And clouds, and stars, and thunder ; firm he stands, 
Secure of his best life; unhurt, unmoved; 
And drops his lower nature, born for death. 
Then from the lofty castle of his mind 
Sublime looks down, exulting, and surveys 
The ruins of creation ; (souls alone 
Are heirs of dying worlds ;) a piercing glance 
Shoots upward from between his closing lids. 
To reach his birth-place, and without a sigh 
He bids his batter d flesh lie gently down 
Amongst his native rubbish ; whilst the spirit 
Breathes and flies upward, an undoubted guest 
Of the third heaven, the* unruinable sky. 

Thither, when Fate has brought our willing souls. 
No matter whether 'twas a sharp disease. 
Or a sharp sword that help'd the travellers on. 
And push'd us to our home. Bear up, my friend. 
Serenely, and break through the stormy brine 
With steady prow; know, we shall once arrive 
At the fair haven of eternal bliss. 
To which we ever steer ; whether as kings 
Of wide command we 've spread the spacious sea 
With a broad painted fleet, or row'd along 
In a thin cock-boat with a little oar. 
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There let my native plank shift me to land 
And I '11 be happy : Thus I '11 leap ashore 
Joyful and fearless on the* immortal coast. 
Since all I leave is mortal, and it must be lost. 



TO THE MUCH HONOURED 

MR. THOMAS ROWE, 

THE DIRECTOR OF MY YOUTHFUL STUDIES. 

Custom, that tyranness of fools. 

That leads the learned round the schools. 

In magic chains of forms and rules ! 

My genius storms her throne : 
No more, ye slaves, with awe profound 
Beat the dull track, nor dance the round : 
Loose hands, and quit the* enchanted ground : 

Knowledge invites us each alone. 

I hate these shackles of the mind. 

Forged by the haughty wise ; 
Souls were not born to be confined. 
And led, hke Samson, blind and bound ; 
Though when his native strength he found 

He well avenged his eyes. 
I love thy gentle influence, Rowe ; 
Thy gentle influence, like the Sun, 
Only dissolves the frozen snow. 
Then bids our thoughts like rivers flow. 
And choose the channels where they run. 
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Thoughts should be free as fire or wind ; 
The pinions of a single mind 

Will through all Nature fly : 
But who can drag up to the poles 
Long fetter d ranks of leaden souls ? 
A genius, which no chain controls. 
Roves with delight, or deep, or high : 
Swift I survey the globe around. 
Dive to the centre through the solid ground, 
Or travel o'er the sky. 



TO THE 

REV. MR. BENONI ROWE. 

RowE, if we make the crowd our guide 

Through life's uncertain road. 

Mean is the chase ; and wandering wide 

We miss the' immortal good ; 
Yet if my thoughts could be confined 
To follow any leader-mind, 
I'd mark thy steps, and tread the same : 
Dress'd in thy notions I 'd appear 
Not like a soul of mortal frame. 

Nor with a vulgar air. 

Men live at random and by chance, 
Bris:ht Reason never leads the dance ; 
Whilst in the broad and beaten way 
O'er dales and hills from Truth we stray. 
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To ram we descead, to raw we adrsBce. 

Wisdom retire} ; she hates the crowd. 
And with a decent scorn 
Aloof she climbs her sleepy seat. 
Where nor the grave nor giddj feet. 
Of the learned Tulgar or the nuie. 

Have e^er a passage worn. 

Mere haiard first began the track. 
Where Custom leads her thousands bfind 

In wilUng chains and strong ; 
There 's scarce one bold, one noUe nund. 
Dares tread the fatal error back ; 
But hand in hand onrselTes we bind. 

And drag the age id<Mig. 

Mortals, a savage herd, and lood 
As billows on a noisy flood. 

In rapid order roll ; 
Example makes the mischief good : 
With jocund heel we beat the road, 

Unheedful of the goal. 
Me let Ithuriers ' friendly wing 
Snatch from the crowd, and bear sublime 

To Wisdom's lofty tower. 
Thence to surrey that wretched thing. 
Mankind ; and in exalted rhyme 

Bless the delirering ppwer. 

' The naoie of an uigel in MOton'g Pandise Lost. 
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TO THE 

REV. MR. JOHN HOWE. 

1704. 

Great man, permit the Muse to climb 

And seat her at thy feet. 
Bid her attempt a thought sublime. 

And consecrate her wit. 
I feel, I feel the' attractive force 

Of thy superior soul : 
My chariot flies her upward course. 

The wheels divinely roll. 
Now let me chide the mean affairs 

And mighty toil of men : 
How they grow gray in trifling cares, 
Or waste the motions of the spheres 

Upon delights as vain ! 

A puff of honour fills the mind. 

And yellow dust is solid good ; 
Thus like the ass of savage kind. 
We snuflf the breezes of the wind. 
Or steal the serpent's food. 
Could all the choirs 
That charm the poles, 
But strike one doleful sound ; 
^would be employ'd to mourn our souls, 
Souls that were framed of sprightly fires. 

In floods of folly drown'd. 
Souls made of glory, seek a brutal joy ; 
How they disclaim their heavenly birth, 
Melttheir bright substance down with drossy earth 
And hate to be refined from that impure alloy* 
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Oft has thy genius roused us heoce 

With elevated song. 
Bid us renounce this world of sense, 
Bid us divide the* immortal prize 

With the seraphic throng : 
' Knowledge and love make spirits bless'd. 
Knowledge their food, and love their rest ;' 
But flesh, the' unmanageable beast. 
Resists the pity of thine eyes. 

And music of thy tongue. 
Then let the worms of groveling mind 
Round the short joys of earthly kind 

In restless windings roam ; 
Howe hath an ample orb of soul. 
Where shining worlds of knowledge roll. 
Where love, the centre and the pole. 

Completes the heaven at home. 



THE 

DISAPPOINTMENT AND RELIEF. 

Virtue, permit my fancy to impose 

Upon my better powers : 
She casts sweet fallacies on half our woes. 

And gilds the gloomy hours. 
How could we bear this tedious round 
Of waning moons, and rolling years. 
Of flaming hopes and chilling fears. 
If (where no sovereign cure appears) 
No opiates could be found. 

Love, the most cordial stream that flows. 
Is a deceitful good : 
Young Doris -who nor guilt nor danger knows. 
On the green margin stood. 
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Pleased with the golden bubbles as they rose. 
And with more golden sands her fancy paved the 

Then fond to be entirely blessed, [flood : 

And tempted by a faithless youth. 

As void of goodness as of truth. 

She plunges in with heedless haste. 
And rears the nether mud : 

Darkness and nauseous dregs arise 
O'er thy fair current. Love, with large supplies 
Of pain, to tease the heart, and sorrow for the eyes. 

The golden bliss that charm'd her sight 
Is dash'd, and drown'd, and lost : 

A spark, or glimmering streak at most. 

Shines here and there, amidst the night. 
Amidst the turbid waves, and gives a faint delight. 

Recovered from the sad surprise, 

Doris awakes at last. 
Grown by the disappointment wise ; 
And manages with art the' unlucky cast ; 
When the lowering frown she spies 
On her haughty tyrant's brow. 
With humble love she meets his wrathful eyes. 

And makes her sovereign beauty bow ; 
Cheerful she smiles upon his grizly form ; 
So shines the setting Sun on adverse skies. 

And paints a rainbow on the storm. 
Anon, she lets the sullen humour spend. 
And with a virtuous book, or friend, 
Beguiles the* uneasy hours : 
Well-colouring every cross she meets, 
With heart serene she sleeps and eats, 
She spreads her board with fancied sweets. 
And strews her bed with flowers. 
40. T 
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THE 

HERO'S SCHOOL OF MORALITY. 

Theron, amongst his travels, found 
A broken statue on the ground ; 
And searching onward as he went 
He traced a ruin'd monument. 
Mould, moss, and shades, had overgrowit 
The sculpture of the crumbling stone, 
Yet e'er he pass'd, with much ado. 
He guess'd, and spell'd put, Sci-pi-o. 

' Enough, (he cried) I'll drudge no more 
Tn turning the dull Stoics o'er; 
Let pedants waste their hours of ease. 
To sweat all night at Socrates ; 
And feed their boys with notes and rules. 
Those tedious recipes ,of schools. 
To cure ambition : I can learn 
With greater ease the great concern 
Of mortals ; how we may despise 
All the gay things below the skies. 

' Methinks a mouldering pyramid 
Says all that the old sages said ; 
For me these shatter d tombs contain 
More morals than the Vatican. 
The dust of heroes cast abroad. 
And kick'd, and trampled in the road. 
The relics of a lofty mind. 
That lately wars and crowns designed, 
Toss'd for a jest from wind to wind, 
Bid me be humble ; and forbear 
Tall monuments of fame to rear. 
They are but castles in the air. 
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The towering heights, and frightful falls. 
The ruioM heaps, and funerals. 
Of smoking kingdoms and their kings, 
Tell me a thousand mournful things 

In melancholy silence 

He 

That living could not bear to see 
An equal, now lies torn and dead ; 
Here his pale trunk, and there his head : 
Great Pompey 1 while I meditate. 
With solemn horror, thy sad fate. 
Thy carcass scatter d on the shore 
Without a name, instructs me more 
Than my whole library before. 

' Lie still, my Plutarch, then, and sleep ; 
And my good Seneca may keep 
Your volumes closed for ever too ; 
I have no further ui^e for you : 
For when I feel my virtue fail. 
And my ambitious thoughts prevail, 
I '11 take a turn among the tombs. 
And see whereto all glory comes : 
There the vile foot of every clown 
Tramples the sops of honour down ; 
Beggars with awful ashes sport. 
And tread the Caesars in the dirt/ 
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FREEDOM. 

1697. 

Tempt me no more. My soul can ne'er comport 

With the gay slaveries of a court ; 

I Ve an aversion to those charms, 
And hug dear liberty in both mine arms. 

Go, vassal-souls, go, cringe and wait. 
And dance attendance at Honorio's gate ; 
Then run in troops before him, to compose his state : 
Move as he moves: and when he loiters, stand : 

You Ve but the shadows of a man. > 
Bend when he speaks ; and kiss the ground : 

Go, catch the' impertinence of sound : 

Adore the follies of the great ; 
Wait till he smiles : — but, lo! the idol frown*d 
And drove them to their fate. 

Thus base-bom minds : — but as for me, 

I can and will be free : 
Like a strong mountain, or some stately tree, 

My soul grows firm upright. 
And as I stand, and as I go. 

It keeps my body so ; 

No, I can never part with my creation-right. 
Let slaves and asses stoop and bow, 
I cannot make this iron knee [free. 

Bend to a meaner power than that which form'd it 

Thus my bold harp profusely play'd 
Pindarical ; then on a branchy shade 
I hung my harp aloft, myself beneath it laid. 
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Nature, that listened to my strain, 
Resumed the theme, and acted it again. 

Sudden rose a whirling wind. 

Swelling like Hoporio proud, 
Around the straws and feathers crowd. 
Types of a slavish mind ; 

Upward the stormy forces rise. 

The dust flies vp and climbs the skies. 
And as the tempest fell the' obedient vapours sunk: 
Again it roars with bellowing sound. 

The meaner plants that grew around, 
The willow, and the asp, trembled and kiss'd the 
ground ; 

Hard by there stood the iron trunk 
Of an old oak, and all the storm defied ; 

In vain the winds their forces tried. 

In vain they roar*d ; the iron oak 
Bow'd only to tl^e heavenly thunder's stroke. 



TRUE RICHES. 

I AM not concerned to know 
"What to-morrow Fate will do : 
Tis enough that I can say, 
I've possessed myself to-day : 
Then, if h^^ply midnight-death 
Seize my flesh, and stop my breath. 
Yet to-mon-ow I shall be 
Heir to the best part of me. 

Glittering stones, and golden things. 
Wealth and honours that have wings. 
Ever fluttering to be gone, 
I could never call my own : 

t2 
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Riches that the world bestows. 
She can take, and I can lose ; 
Bot the treasures that are mine. 
Lie afar beyond her line. 
When I view my spacious soul. 
And survey myself a whole, 
And enjoy myself alone, 
I'm a kingdom of my own. 

I Ve a mighty part within, 
That the world hath never seen ; 
Rich as Eden s happy ground. 
And with choicer plenty crown'd. 
Here -on all the shining boughs 
Knowledge fair and useless grows ; 
On the same young flowery tree 
All the Seasons you may see ; 
Notions, in the bloom of light. 
Just disclosing to the sight ; 
Here are thoughts of larger growth. 
Ripening into solid truth ; 
fruits refined, of noble taste ; 
Seraphs feed on such repast. 
Here, in a green and shady grove. 
Streams of pleasure mix with love : 
There, beneath the smiling skies, 
Hills of contemplation rise ; 
Now, upon some shining top, 
Angels light, and call me up ; 
I rejoice to raise my feet. 
Both rejoice when there we meet. 

There are endless beauties more. 
Earth hath no resemblance for; 
Nothing like them round the pole. 
Nothing can describe the soul : 
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Tis a region half unknown. 
That has treasures of its own. 
More remote from public view 
Than the bowels of Peru ; 
Broader 'tis, and brighter far. 
Than the golden Indies are ; 
Ships that trace the watery stage 
Cannot coast it in an age ; 
Harts, or horses, strong and fleet. 
Had they wings to help their feet. 
Could not run it half way o'er 
In ten thousand days or more. 

Yet the silly wandering mind. 
Loath to be too much confined. 
Roves and takes her daily tours. 
Coasting round the narrow shores. 
Narrow shores of flesh and sense. 
Picking shells and pebbles thence : 
Or she sits at Fancy's door, 
Calling shapes and shadows to her. 
Foreign visits still receiving. 
And to' herself a stranger living. 
Never, never would she buy 
Indian dust, or Tyrian dye. 
Never trade abroad for more. 
If she saw her native store ; 
If her inward worth were known. 
She might ever live alone. 
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ON MR. LOCKE'S ANNOTATIONS 

UPON SEVERAL PARTS OF 

THE NEW TESTAMENT, 

LEFT BEHIND HIM AT HIS DEATH. 

Thus Reason learns, by slow degrees. 
What Faith reveals ; but still complains 
Of intellectual pains, 

And darkness from the too exuberant light. 
The blaze of those bright mysteries 
Pour'd all at once on Nature's eyes. 
Offends and clouds her feeble sight. 

Reason could scarce sustain to see 
The' Almighty One, the' Eternal Three, 
Or bear the infant Deity ; 
Scarce could her pride descend to own 
Her Maker stooping from his throne. 
And dress'd in glories so unknown. 
A ransom'd world, a bleeding God, 
And Heaven appeased with flowing blood. 
Were themes too painful to be understood. 

Faith ! thou bright cherub, speak, and say — 

Did ever mind of mortal race 

Cost thee more toil, or larger grace. 

To melt and bend it to obey ? 
Twas hard to make so rich a soul submit. 
And lay her shining honours at thy sovereign feet. 

Sister of Faith, fair Charity, 

Show me the wondrous man on high» 
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Tell how he sees the Godhead Three in One, 
Tlie bright conviction fills his eye, 
His noblest powers in deep prostration lie 
At the mysterious throne. 

* Forgive, (he cries) ye saints below. 
The wavering and the cold assent 
I gave to themes divinely true ; 
Can you admit the blessed to repent ? 
Eternal darkness veil the lines 

Of that unhappy book, [shines, 

Where glimmering Reason with false lustre 
Where the mere mortal pen mistook 
What the celestial meant!' 

*«* See Mr. Locke's ADnotations on Rom. iii. 25, and 
Paraphrase on Rom. ix. 5, which has inclined some readers 
to doubt whether he believed the Deity and satisfaction of 
Christ. Therefore, in the fourth stanza, I invoke Charitv, 
that, by her help, I may find him out in heaven, since his 
Notes on 2 Cor. v. alt. and some other places, fi^ive me rea- 
son to believe he was no Socinian ; though he has darkened 
the glory of the Gospel, and debased Christianity, in the 
book which he calls the Reasonableness of it, and in some of 
bis other works. I. W. 



THE ADVENTUROUS MUSE. 

Urania takes her morning flight 

With an inimitable wing : 

Through rising deluges of dawning light 

She cleaves her wondrous way. 
She tunes immortal anthems to the growing day: 
Nor Rapin' gives her rules to fly, nor Purcell^ 
notes to sing. 

* The French critic. ' The celebrated English composer^ 



222 LYRIC POEMS. B. II. 

She nor inquires, nor knows, nor fears 
Where lie the pointed rocks, or where the' ingulf- 
ing sand ; 
Climbing the liquid mountains of the skies. 
She meets descending angels as she flies. 

Nor asks them where their country lies. 
Or where the sea-marks stand. 

Touched with an empyreal ray 
She springs, unerring, upward to eternal day. 

Spreads her white sails aloft, and steers. 
With bold and safe attempt, to the celestial land. 

Whilst little skiffs along the mortal shores 

With humble toil in order creep. 
Coasting in sight of one another's oars. 

Nor venture through the boundless deep. 

Such low pretending souls are they 
Who dwell enclosed in solid orbs of skull ; 

Plodding along their sober way. 
The snail p'ertakes them in their wildest play, 
W hile the poor labourers sweat to be correctly dull. 

Give me the chariot whose diviner wheels 
Mark their own route, and unconfined 
Bound o'er the everlasting hills, [hind ; 

And lose the clouds below, and leave the stars be- 
Give me the Muse whose generous force. 

Impatient of the reins. 
Pursues an unattempted course. 

Breaks all the critics' iron chains. 

And bears to Paradise the raptured mind. 

There Milton dwells : the man who sung 
Themes not presumed by mortal tongue ; 
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New terrors, or new glories, shine 
In every page, and flying scenes divine [along. 
Surprise the wondering sense, and draw our souls 

Behold his Muse sent out to' explore 
The unapparent deep where waves of chaos roar. 

And realms of night unknown before. 

She traced a glorious path untrod, 
Through fields of heavenly war, and seraphs over^ 

Where his adventurous genius led: [thrown. 

Sovereign she framed a model of her own. 
Nor thanked the living nor the dead. 

The noble hater of degenerate rhyme 

Shook off the chains, and built his verse sublime; 

A mpnument too high for coupled sounds to climb. 
He mourn'd the garden lost below ; 
(Earth is the scene for tuneful woe) 
Now bliss beats high in all his veins. 
Now the lost Eden he regains. 

Keeps his own air, and triumphs in unrival'd strains. 

Immortal bard ! Thus thy own Raphael sings. 

And knows no rule but native Are : 
All Heaven sits silent, while to' his sovereign strings 

He talks unutterable things ; 
With graces infinite his untaught fingers rove 
Across the golden lyre : 
From every note devotion springs ; 
Rapture, and harmony, and love, 
O'erspread the listening choir. 
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TO BIB. NICHOLAS CLABK. 

TwAS in a vale where osiers grow 

By munmiriDg streams, we told our woe. 

And iDtfi|;^ed all our cares : 
Friendship sat pleased in both our eyes. 
In both the weeping dews arise. 

And drop alternate tears. 

The Tigorous monarch of the day. 
Now mounting half his momiog way. 

Shone with a fainter bright ; 
Still sickening, and decaying still. 
Dimly he wander'd up the hill. 

With his expiring light. 

In dark ecUpse his chariot roU'd, 
The queen of night obscured his gold 

Behind her sable wheels; 
Nature grew sad to lose the day. 
The flowery vales in mourning lay. 

In mourning stood the hills. 

Such are our sorrows, Clark, I cried. 
Clouds of the brain grow black, and hide 

Our darken'd souls behind ; 
In the young morning of our years 
Distempering fogs have climbed the spheres. 

And choke the labouring mind. 

Lo ! the gay planet rears his head. 
And overlooks the lofty shade. 
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New-brightening all the skies : 
But say, dear partner of my moan. 
When will our long eclipse be gone. 

Or when our suns arise ? 

In vain are potent herbs applied. 
Harmonious sounds in vain have tried 

To make the darkness fly : 
But drugs would raise the dead as soon, 
Or clattering brass relieve the Moon, 

When fainting in the sky. 

Some friendly Spirit from above. 

Born of the light, and nursed with love. 

Assist our feeble fires ; 
Force these invading glooms away ; 
Souls should be seen quite through their clay. 

Bright as your heavenly choirs. 

But if the fogs must damp the flame. 
Gently, kind Death, dissolve our frame. 

Release the prisoner-mind : 
Our souls shall mount, at thy discharge. 
To their bright source, and shine at large. 

Nor clouded, nor confined. 



THE 

AFFLICTIONS OF A FRIEND. 

1702. 

Now let my cares all buried lie. 

My griefs for ever dumb : 
Your sorrows swell my heart so high. 

They leave my own no room. 
40. ' U 
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Sickness aird pains are quite forgot. 

The spleen kself is gone ; 
Plunged in your woes I feel them not. 

Or feel them all in one. 

Infinite grief puts sense to flight. 

And all the soul invades : 
So the broad gloom of spreading night 

Devours the evening shades. 

Thus am I born to be unbless'd ! 

This sympathy of woe 
Drives my own tyrants from my breast. 

To' admit a foreign foe. 

Sorrows in long succession reign ; « 

Their iron rod I feel : 
Friendship has only changed the chain. 

But I 'm the prisoner stilL 

Why was^this life for misery made? 

Or why drawn out so long 1 
Is there no room amongst the dead ? 

Or is a wretch too young ? 

Move faster on, great Nature's wheel ; 

Be kind, ye rolling powers. 
Hurl my days headlong down the hiU 

With undistinguish'd hours. 

Be dusky, all my rising suns. 

Nor smihe upon a slave ; 
Darkness and Death, make haste at once 

To hide me in the grave; 
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THE REVERSE; 

^r, ^i^t CDomforts of a JPrientr* 

Thus Nature tuned her mournful tongue. 

Till Grace lift up her head. 
Reversed the sorrow and the song. 

And, smihng, thus she said : 

' Were kindred spirits born for cares ? 

Must every grief be mine ? 
Is there a sympathy in tears. 

Yet joys refuse to join ? 

m 

* Forbid it. Heaven, and raise my love. 

And make our joys the same : 
So bliss and friendship join'd above 
Mix an immortal flame. 

^ Sorrows are lost in vast delight 

That brightens all the soul ; 
As deluges of dawning light 

erwhelm the dusky pole. 

* Pleasures in long succession reign. 

And all my powers employ : 
Friendship but shifts the pleasing scene. 
And fresh repeats the joy. 

' life has a soft and silver thread, 

Nor is it drawn too long ; 
Yet when my vaster hopes persuade, 

1 'm willing to be gone. 
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' Fast as ye please roll down the hill. 

And haste away, my years ; 
Or I can wait my Father's will. 

And dwell beneath the spheres. 

' Rise glorious, every future sun. 

Gild all my following days ; 
But make the last dear moment known 

By well-distinguish'd rays.' 



TO THE 

RIGHT HON. JOHN LORD CUTT8, 

AT THE SIEGE OF NAMUR. 

' O WHY is man so thoughtless grown ? 

Why guilty souls in haste to die ? 
Venturing the leap to worlds unknown. 

Heedless to arms and blood they fly. 

' Are lives but worth a soldiers pay ? 

Why will ye join such wide extremes. 
And stake immortal souls, in play 

At desperate chance, and bloody games ? 

* Valour's a nobler turn of thought. 

Whose pardon'd guilt forbids her fears: 
Calmly she meets the deadly shot, 
Secure of life above the stars. 

* But Frenzy dares eternal Fate, 

And, spurr'd with Honour's airy dreams. 
Flies to attack the* infernal gate. 
And force a passage to the flames.* 
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Thus holering o'er Namuiia^s plains. 
Sung heavenly Love in Gabriel's form : 

Young Thraso felt the moving strains. 
And vow'd to pray before the storai^ 

Anon the thundering trumpet calls ; 

Vows are but wind, the hero cries : — 
Then swears, by Heaven ! and scales the walls. 

Drops in the ditch, despairs, and dies. 



■PMM 



BURNING SEVERAL POEMS OF 

OVID, MARTIAL, OLDHAM, DRYDEN, ETC, 

I JUDGE the Muse of lewd desir^ ; 

Her sons to darkness, and her works to iire. 

In vain the flatteries of their wit 
Now with a melting strain, now with an heavenly 

Would tempt my virtue to approve [flight, 
Those gaudy panders of a lawless love. 

So harlots dress : they can appear 
Sweet, modest, cool, divinely fair. 
To charm a Cato's eye ; but all within. 
Stench, impudence, and fire, and ugly raging sin. 

Die, Flora, die in endless shame. 
Thou prostitute of blackest fame. 

Stripped of thy false array. 
Ovid, and all ye wilder pens 
Of modern lust, who gild our scenes, 
Poison the British stage, and paint damnation gay. 
Attend your mistress to the dead ; [shade. 
When Flora dies, her imps should wait upon her 

u2 
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Strephon ', of noble blood and mind, 
(For ever shine his name !) 

As Death approached, his soul refined, 
And gave his looser sonnets to the flame : — 

< Bum, bum, (he cried, with sacred rage) 

Hell is the due of every page. 
Hell be the fate :-^but, O indulgent Heaven ! 
So vile the Muse, and yet the man forgiven ! 
Bum on, my songs ; for not the silver Thames, 

Nor Tiber, with his yellow streams. 
In endless currents rolUug to the main. 
Can e'er dilute the poison, or wash out the stain.' 

So Moses, by divine command, 

Forbid the leprous house to stand 

When deep the fatal spot was grown, 
' Break down the timber, and dig up the stone.' 



TO MRS. B. BENDYSH. 

So^ain^t ®ea¥0« 

1699. 

Madam, persuade me tears are good 
To wash our mortal cares away ; 

These eyes shall weep a sudden flpqd, 
And stream into a briny sea. 

Or if these orbs are hard and dry, 
(These orbs that never use to rain) 

Some star direct me where to buy 
One sovereign drop for all my pain. 

> John Wilmot, Earl of Rochester. 
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Were both the golden Indies mine, 

I 'd give both Indies for a tear : 
I 'd barter all but what 's divine : 

Nor shall I think the bargain dear. 

But tears, alas ! are trifling things. 
They rather feed than heal our woe ; 

From trickling eyes new sorrow springs, 
As weeds in rainy seasons gcow. 

Thus weeping urges weeping on : 

In vain our miseries hope relief: 
For one drop calls another down. 

Till we are drown'd in seas of grief. 

Then let these useless streams be staid. 
Wear native courage on your face ; 

These vulgar things were never made 
For souls of a superior race. 

If 'tis a rugged path you go. 

And thousand foes your steps surround. 
Tread the thorns down, charge through the foe : 

The hardest fight is highest crown'd. 



FEW HAPPY MATCHES. 

AUGUST, 1701. 

Say, mighty Love, and teach my song 
To whom thy sweetest joys belong. 

And who the happ^ pairs 
Whose yielding hearts, and joining hands, 
Find blessings twisted with their bands. 

To soften all their cares« 
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Not die wild hefd otmymfhs aad swaiss 
That tiMHiglideM fly mto die chaias, 

Aa costoiD leads tfie way ^ 
If there be bliss witboat desigDy 
Ivies aod oaks may grow and twine. 

And be as bless*d as tbey. 

Not sordid souls of earthy mould, 
Who, drawn by kindred charms of gfAd^ 

To dull embraces move : 
So two rich mountains of Peru 
May rush to wealthy marriage too. 

And make a worid of lore. 

Not the mad tribe diat Hell inspires 
With wanton flames ; those raging fires 

The purer bliss destroy : 
On .Etna's top let furies wed. 
And sheets of lightning dress die bed 

To* improve the burning joy. 

Nor the dull pairs, whose marble forms 
None of the melting passioos warms. 

Can mingle hearts and hands : 
Logs of green wood that quench the coals 
Are married just like stoic soub. 

With osiers for their bands. 

Not minds of melancholy strain. 
Still silent, or that still complain. 

Can the dear bondage bless : 
As well may heavenly concerts spring 
From two old lutes with ne'er a string. 

Or none besides the bass. 
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Nor can the soft enchantments hold 
Two jarring souls of angry mould, 

The rugged and the keen : 
Sampson s young foxes might as well 
In bands of cheerful wedlock dwell. 

With firebrands tied between. 

Nor let tlie cruel fetters bind 
A gentle to a savage mind ; 

For Love abhors the sight: 
Loose the fierce tiger from the deer, 
For native rage and native fear 

Rise and forbid delight. 

Two kindest souls alone must meet, 
Tis fnendship makes the bondage sweet. 

And feeds their mutual loves : 
Bright Venus on her rolling throne 
Is drawn by gentlest birds alone. 

And Cupids yoke the doves. 



TO DAVID POLHILL, ESQ. 

^n lEptstU. 

DECBMBER, 1702. 

Let useless souls to woods retreat ; 
Polhill should leave a country seat. 
When virtue bids him dare be great. 

Nor Kent ', nor Sussex ', should have charms. 
While Liberty, with loud alarms. 
Calls you to counsels and to arms. 

' His country seat and dwelling. 
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Lewis, by fawning slaves adored. 
Bids you receive a^ base-bom lord^; 
Awake your cares ! awake your sword ! 

Factions amongst the Britons ^ rise. 
And warring tongues, and wild surmise. 
And burning zeal without her eyes. 

A vote decides the blind debate ; 
Resolved, * Tis of diviner weight 
To save the steeple, than the state.' 

The bold machine ^ is form'd and join'd 
To stretch the conscience, and to bind 
The native freedom of the mind. 

Your grandsire's shades with jealous eye 
Prown down, to see their offspring lie 
Careless, and let their country die. 

If Trevia ^ fear to let you stand 
Against the Gaul, witli spear in hand. 
At least petition^ for the land. 

^ The Pretender, proclaimed King in France. 

^ The parliament. 

^ The bill against occasional conformity, 1702. 

^ Mrs. Polbill, of the family of Lord Trevor. « 

^ Mr. Polbill was one of those fire zealoas gentlemen who 
presented the famous Kentish petition to parliament in the 
reign of King William, to hasten their sapplies, in order to 
support the king in his war with France, 
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THE 

CELEBRATED VICTORY OF THE POLES 

®i»T <^0mim ti^e tS^wckiss^ ^mpnor, in tfit IBacfan Idattle. 

TRANSLATED FROM CASIMIR, BOOK IV. OD. 4. 
WITH LARGE ADDITIONS. 

Gador, the old, the wealthy, und the strong. 
Cheerful in years (nor of the* heroic Muse 
Unknowing, nor unknown) held fair possessions 
Where flows the fruitful 'Danube : seventy springs 
Smiled on his seed, and seventy harvest-moons 
Fiird his wide granaries with autumnal joy ; 
Still he resumed the toil ; and fame reports. 
While he broke up new ground, and tired his plough 
In grassy furrows, the torn earth disclosed 
Helmets and swords, (bright furniture of war 
Sleeping in rust) and heaps of mighty bones. 
The Sun descending to the western deep 
Bid him lie down and rest; he loosed the yoke. 
Yet held his wearied oxen from their food 
With charming numbers, and uncommon song. 
Go, fellow-labourers, you may rove secure, 
Or feed beside me ; taste the greens and boughs 
That you have long forgot ; crop the sweet herb 
And graze in safety, while the Victor-Pole 
Leans on his spear, and breathes; yet still his eye 
Jealous and fierce. How large, old soldier, say. 
How fair a harvest of the slaughter'd Turks 
Strew'd the Moldavian fields? what mighty piles 
Of vast destruction, and of Thracian dead, 
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Fill and amaze my eyes ? broad bucklers lie 
(A vain defence) spread o'er the pathless hills. 
And coats of scaly steel, and hard habergeon. 
Deep-bruised and empty of Mahometan limbs. 
This the fierce Saracen wore, (for when a boy 
I was their captive, and remind their dress ;) 
Here the Polonian^ dreadful march'd along 
Xn august port, and regular array. 
Led on to conquest ; bere the Turkish chief 
Presumptuous trod, and in rude order ranged 
His long battalions, while his populous towns 
Pour'd out fresh troops perpetual, dress'd in arms. 
Horrent in mail, and gay in spangled pride. 

O the dire image of the bloody fight 
These eyes have seen ! when the capacious plain 
Was throng'd with Dacian spears ; when polish'd 

helms 
And convex gold, blazed thick against the Sun, 
Reflecting all his beams ! but frowning war 
All gloomy, like a gather d tempest, stood 
Wavering, and doubtful where to bend its fietll. 

The storm of missive steel delayed a while 
By wise command.; fledged arrows on the nerve; 
And cimeter and sabre bore the sheath 
Reluctant ; till the hollow brazen clouds 
Had bellow' d from each quarter of the field 
Loud thunder, and disgorged their sulphurous fire. 
Then banners waved, and arms were mix'd with 

arms; 
Then javelins answer'd javelins as they fled, 
Por both fled hissing death : with adverse edge 
The crooked falchions met ; and hideous noise. 
From clashing shields, through the long ranks of 

war. 
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CI an g'd horrible. A thousand iron storms 
Roar diverse : and in harsh confusion drown 
The trumpet's silver sound. O rude effort 
Of harmony ! not all the frozen stores 
Of the cold North, when pour'd in rattling hail. 
Lash with such madness the Norwegian plains. 
Or so torment the ear. Scarce sounds so far 
The direful fragor, when some southern blast 
Tears from the Alps a ridge of knotty oaks 
Deep fang'd, and ancient tenants of the rock : 
The massy fragment, many a rood in length. 
With hideous crash, rolls down the rugged cliff 
Resistless, plunging in the subject lake 
Como, or Lugaine ; the' afflicted waters roar. 
And various thunder all the valley fills ; 
Such was the noise of war : the troubled ahr 
Complains aloud, and propagates the din 
To neighbouring regions ; rocks and lofty hills 
Bear the impetuous echoes round the sky. 

Uproar, Revenge, and Rage, and Hate, appear 
In all their murderous forms ; and flame and blood. 
And sweat and dust, array the broad campaign 
In horror ; hasty feet, and sparkling eyes. 
And all the savage passions of the soul. 
Engage in the warm business of the day. 
Here mingling hands, but with no friendly gripe. 
Join in the fight ; and breasts in close embrace, 
But mortal, as the iron arms of Death. 
Here words austere, of perilous command. 
And valour swift to' obey ; bold feats of arms 
Dreadful to see, and glorious to relate, [ness 

Shine through the field with more surprising bright- 
Than glittering helms or spears. What loud ap- 
plause, 

40. X 
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(Best meed of warlike toil) what manly shouts. 
And yells unmanly, through the battle ring ! 
And sudden wrath dies into endless fame. 

Long did the fate of war hang dubious. Here 
Stood the more numerous Turk, the valiant Pole 
Fought there ; more dreadful, though with lesser 
wings. 

But what the Dahes or the coward soul 
Of a Cydonian, what the fearful crowds 
Of base Cilician's scaping from the slaughter. 
Or Parthian beasts, with all their racing riders. 
What could they mean against the' intrepid breast 
Of the pursuing foe 1 The' impetuous Poles 
Rush here, and here the Lithuanian horse 
Drive down upon them, like a double bolt 
Of kindled thunder raging through the sky 
On sounding wheels ; or as some mighty flood 
Rolls his two torrents down a dreadful steep 
Precipitant, and bears along the stream 
Rocks, woods, and trees, with all the gazing herd. 
And tumbles lofty forests headlong to the plain. 

The bold Borussian smoking from afar 
Moves like a tempest in a dusky cloud,, 
And imitates the' artillery of Heaven, 
The lightning and the roar. Amazing scene ! 
What showers of mortal hail, what flaky fires 
Burst firom the darkness i while their cohorts firm. 
Met the like thunder and an equal storm 
From hostile troops, but with a braver mind. 
Undaunted bosoms tempt the edge of war. 
And rush on the sharp point ; while baleful mischiefs. 
Deaths, and bright dangers, flew across the field 
Thick and continual, and a thousand souls 
Fled murmuring through their wounds. I stood 
aloof. 
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For 'twas unsafe to come within the wind 
Of Russian banners, when with whizzing sound, 
Eager of glory and profuse of Ufe, 
They bore down fearless on the charging foes. 
And drove them backward. Then the Turkish 
Wander'd in dkarray. AdarkecUpse [moons 
Hung on the silver crescent, boding night. 
Long night, to all her sons : at length disrobed 
The standards fell ; the barbarous ensigns torn 
Fled with the wind, the sport of angry Heaven ; 
And a large cloud of infantry and horse. 
Scattering in wild disorder, spread the plain. 

Nor noise, nor number, nor the brawny limb. 
Nor high-built size prevails ; 'tis courage fights ; 
Tis courage conquers. So whole forests fall 
(A spacious ruin) by one single axe. 
And steel well-sharpen'd : so a generous pair 
Of young- wing'd eaglets fright a thousand doves. 

Vast was the slaughter, and the flowery green 
Drank deep of flowing crimson. Veteran bands 
Here made their last campaign. Here haughty 
Stretch'd on the bed of purple honour lie [chiefs 
Supine, nor dream of battle's hard event, 
Oppress'd with irpn slumbers, and long night. 
Their ghosts indignant to the nether world 
Fled, but attended well : for at their side 
Some faithful janizaries strew'd the fleld. 
Fallen in just ranks or wedges, lunes or squares. 
Firm as they stood : to the Warsovian troops, 
A. nobler toil, and triumph worth their fight. 
But the broad sabre and keen pole-axe flew . 
With speedy terror through the feebler herd. 
And made rude havoc and irregular spoil 
Amongst the vulgar bands that own'd the name 
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Of Mahomet. The wild Arabians fled 
In swift afliright a thousand different ways. 
Through brakes and thorns, and climb'd the craggy 

mountains 
Bellowing ; yet hasty Fate overtook the cry. 
And Polish hunters clave the timorous deer. 

Thus the dire prospect distant fiU'd my soul 
With awe ; till the last relics of the war, 
The thin Edonians, flying, had disclosed 
The ghastly plain : I took a nearer view. 
Unseemly to the sight, nor to the smell 
Grateful. What loads of mangled flesh and limbs 
(A dismal carnage !) bathed in reeking gore 
Lay weltering on the ground ; while flitting life 
Convulsed the nerves still shivering, nor iiad lost 
All taste of pain ! here an old Thracian lies 
Deformed with years and scars, and groans aloud. 
Torn with fresh wounds : but inward vitals firm 
Forbid the soul's remove, and chain it down 
By the hard laws of Nature, to sustain 
Long torment ; his wild eye-balls roll : his teeth. 
Gnashing with anguish, chide his lingering fate. 
Emblazoned armour spqke his high command 
Amongst the neighbouring dead ; they round their 

lord 
Lay prostrate ; some in flight ignobly slain. 
Some to the skies their faces upwards turn'd. 
Still brave, and proud to die so near their prince. 

1 moved not far, and lo, at manly length 
Two beauteous youths of richest Ottoman blood 
Extended on the field: in friendship join'd. 
Nor Fate divides them : hardy warriors both : 
Both faithful, drown'd in showers of darts they fell. 
Each with his shield spread o'er his lover's heart. 
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In vain: for on those orbs of friendly brass 
Stood groves of javelins ; some, alas ! too deep 
Were planted there, and through their lovely 
Made painful avenues for cruel Death, [bosoms 

my dear native land! forgive the tear [sion 

1 dropped on their wan cheeks : when strong com pas- 
Forced from my melting eyes the briny dew, 
And paid a sacrifice to hostile virtue. 

Dacia, forgive the sight that wished the souls 
Of those fair infidels some humble place 
Amongst the bless'd. ' Sleep, sleep, ye hapless pair. 
Gently, (I cried) worthy of better fate. 
And better faith.' Hard by the general lay, 
Of Saracen descent, a grizly form 
Breathless, yet pride sat pale upon his front 
In disappointment, with a surly brow 
Louring in death, and vex'd ; his rigid jaws, 
Foaming with blood, bite hard the Polish spear ; 
In that dead visage my remembrance reads 
Rash Caraccas. In vain the boasting slave 
Promised an d soothed the Sultan threatening fierce. 
With royal suppers and triumphant fare 
Spread wide beneath Warsovian silk and gold; 
See on the naked ground all cold he lies 
Beneath the damp wide covering of the air. 
Forgetful of his word. How Heaven confounds 
Insulting hopes ; with what an awful smile 
Laughs at the proud, that loosen all the reins 
To their unbounded wishes, and leads on 
Their blind ambition to a shameful end ! 

But whither am I borne? this thought of arms 
Tires me in vain to sing to senseless bulls [song; 
What generous horse should hear. Break off, my 
My barbarous Muse, be still : immortal deeds 

x2 
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Must not be thus profaned in rustic verse : 
The martial trumpet, and the following age. 
And growing fame, shall loud riehearse the fight 
In sounds of glory. Lo, the evening star 
Shines o'er the western hill ; my oxen, come, 
The well-known star invites the labourer home. 



TO MR. HENRY BENDYSH. 

DEAR SIR, Angast 24, 1705. 

The following song was yours when first com- 
posed : the Muse then described the general fate 
of mankind, that is, to be ill-matched ; and now 
she rejoices that you have escaped the common 
mischief, and that your soul has found its own 
mate. Let this Ode then congratulate you both. 
Grow mutually in more complete likeness and 
love : persevere and be happy. 

I persuademyself you will accept from the press 
what the pen more privately inscribed to you long 
ago ; and I am in no pain lest you should take of- 
fence at the fabulous dress of this poem : nor would 
weaker minds be scandalized at it, if they would 
give themselves leave to reflect how many divine 
truths are spoken by the Holy Writers in visions 
and images, parables and dreams : nor are my wiser 
friends ashamed to defend it, since the narrative 
is grave, and the moral so just and obvious. 
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THE INDIAN PHILOSOPHER. 

SEPT. 3, 1701. 

Why should our joys trausform to pain ?, 
Why gentle Hymen's silken chain 

A plague of iron prove ? 
Bendysh, 'tis strange the charm that binds 
Millions of hands, should leave their minds 

At such a loose from love. 

In vain I sought the wondrous cause, 
Ranged the wide fields of Nature's laws. 

And urged the schools in vain ; 
Then deep in thought, within my breast 
My soul retired, and slumber dress'd 

A bright instructive scene. 

O'er the broad lands, and cross the tide. 
On Fancy's airy horse I ride, 

(Sweet rapture of the mind !) 
Till on the banks of Ganges' flood. 
In a tall ancient grove I stood. 

For sacred use design'd. 

Hard by, a venerable priest. 

Risen with his god, the Sun, from rest. 

Awoke his morning song ; 
Thrice he conjured the murmuring stream ; 
The birth of souls was all his theme, . 

And half-divine his tongue. 

He sang — ' The' eternal rolling flame. 
That vital mass, that still the same 
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Does all our minds compose ; 
But shaped in twice ten thousand frames ; 
Thence differing souls of differing names, 

And jarring tempers rose. 

' The mighty power that form'd the mind 
One mould for every two designed 

And bless'd the new-born pair : 
This be the match for this: (he said) 
Then down he sent the souls he made. 

To seek them bodies here: 

* But parting from their warm abode, 
They lost their fellows on the road. 

And never join'd their hands : 
Ah, cruel chance, and crossing fates ! 
Our eastern souls have dropped their mates 

On Europe's barbarous lands. 

' Happy the youth that finds the bride 
Whose birth is to his own allied. 

The sweetest joy of life : 
But oh, the crowds of wretched souls 
Fetter'd to minds of different moulds, 

And chained to' eternal strife !' 

Thus sang jthe wondrous Indian bard : 
My soul with vast attention heard. 

While Ganges ceased to fiow : 
*' Sure then, (I cried) might I but see 
That gentle nymph that twinn'd with me, 

I may be happy too. 

'* Some courteous angel, tell me where. 
What distant lands ^his unknown fair, 
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Or distant seas detain ? 
Swift as the wheel of Nature rolls 
I'd fly to meet, and mingle souls. 

And wear the joyful chain." 



THE HAPPY MAN. 

Serene as light is Myron's soul. 

And active as' the Sun, yet steady as the pole : 

In manly beauty shines his face ; 
Every Muse, and every Grace, 

Make his heart and tongue their seat, 
His heart profusely good, his tongue divinely 

Myron, the wonder of our eyes, [sweet. 

Behold his manhood scarce begun ! 

Behold his race of virtue run ! 

Behold the goal of glory won ! 
Nor Fame denies the merit, nor witholds the prize; 
Her silver trumpets his renown proclaim : 

The lands where learning never flew, 

Which neither Rome nor Athens knew. 

Surly Japan and rich Peru, [name. 

In barbarous songs pronounce the British hero's 

* Airy bliss (the hero cried) 
May feed the tympany of pride ; 
But healthy souls were never found 
To live on emptiness and sound.' 
Lo, at his honourable feet 
Fame's bright attendant. Wealth, appears ; 
She comes to pay obedience meet. 
Providing joys for future years ; 
Blessings with lavish hand she pours. 
Gather d from the Indian coast ; 
Not Danae's lap could equal treasures boast. 
When Jove came down in golden showers. 
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He look'd and turn'd his eyes away. 
With high disdain I heard him say, 
' BUss is not made of gUttering clay.' 

Now pomp and grandeur court his head, 
With 'scutcheons, arms, and ensigns spread : 
Gay magni6cence and state, 
Guards, and chariots, at his gate, 
And slaves in endless order round his table wait: 
They learn the dictates of his eyes. 
And now they fall, and now they rise. 
Watch every motion of their lord. 
Hang on his lips with most impatient zeal. 
With swift ambition seize the' unfinished word. 
And the command fulfil. 
Tired with the train that ^rrandeur brings. 
He dropp'd a tear, and pitied kings : 
Then, flying from the noisy throng. 
Seeks the diversion of a song. 

Music, descending on a silent cloud. 

Tuned all her strings with endless art; 
By slow^ degrees from soft to loud 
Changing she rose : the harp and flute 

Harmonious join, the hero to salute. 
And make a captive of his heart. 

Fruits, and rich wine, and scenes of lawless love. 
Each with utmost luxury strove 
To treat their favourite best ; 
But sounding strings, and fruits, and wine. 
And lawless love, in vain combine 

To make his virtue sleep, or lull his soul to rest. 

He saw the tedious round, and, with a sigh, 
Pronounced the world but vanity ; 
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' In crowds of pleasure still I find 

A painful solitude of mind, 
A yacancy within, which sense can ne er supply. 

Hence, and begone, ye flattering snares. 

Ye vulgar charms of eyes and ears. 

Ye unperforming promises ! 

Be all my baser passions dead. 

And base desires by Nature made 
For animals and boys ; 

Man has a relish more refined. 

Souls are for social bliss design'd. 
Give me a blessing fit to match my mind, 
A kindred soul to double and to share my joys.' 

Myrrha appear'd : ' serene her soul 
And active as the Sun, yet steady as the pole : 

In softer beauties shone her face ; 

Every Muse, and every Grace, 

Made her heart and tongue their seat. 
Her heart profusely good, her tongue divinely 

Myrrha, the wonder of his eyes ;* [sweet: 

His heart recoiFd with sweet surprise. 
With joys unknown before : 

His soul dissolved in pleasing pain, 

Flow'd to his eyes, and looked again, 
And could endure no more. 

' Enough! (the' impatient hero cries) 
And seized her to his breast, 

I seek no more below the skies, 
I give my slaves the rest.' 
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TO DAVID POLHILL, ESQ. 

AN ANSWER TO AN INFAMOUS SATIRE, CALLED, 

* 'atlbice to a PilnUr ;' 

WRITTEN BY A NAMELESS AUTHOR, AGAINST KING WILLIAM 
III. OF GLORIOUS MEMORY, ]698. 

SIR, 

When you put this satire into my band, you gave 
me the occasion of employing my pen to answer 
so detestable a writing: which might be done 
much more effectually by your known zeal for the 
interest of his Majesty, your counsels and your 
courage employed in the defence of your king and 
country. And since you provoked me to write, 
you will accept of these efforts of my loyalty to 
the best of kings, addressed to one of the most 
zealous of his subjects, by, 

SIR, 

Your most obedient servant, 

I. w. 



PART I. 

An d must the hero, that redeemed our land. 
Here in the front of vice and scandal stand ? 
The man of wondrous soul, that scom'd his ease. 
Tempting the winters, and the faithless seas. 
And paid an annual tribute of his life 
To guard his England from the Irish knife. 
And crush the French dragoon ? Must William's 

name. 
That brightest star that gilds the wings of Fame, 
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William the brave, the pious, and the just. 
Adorn these gloomy scenes of tyranny and lust ? 
Pplhill, my blood boils high, my spirits flame ! — 
Can your zeal sleep 1 Or are your passions tame? 
Nor call ravenge and darkness on the poet's name ? 
Why smoke the skies not ? Why no thunders roll ? 
Nor kindling lightnings blast his guilty soul ? 
Audacious wretch ! to stab a monarch's fame. 
And fire his subjects with a rebel flame ; 
To call the painter to his black designs. 
To draw our guardian's face in hellish lines : 
Painter, beware ; the monarch can be shown 
Under no shape but angels, or his own, 
Gabriel, or William, on the British throne. 

O ! could my thought but grasp the vast design^ 
And words with infinite ideas join, 
I'd rouse Apelles from his iron sleep. 
And bid him trace the warrior o'er the deep. 
Trace him, Apelles, o'er the Belgian plain 
Fierce, how he climbs the mountains of the slain. 
Scattering just vengeance through the red cam- 
paign. 
Then dash the canvass with a flying stroke, 
Till it be lost in clouds of fire and smoke ; 
And say, 'twas thus the conqueror through the 

squadrons broke. 
Mark him again emerging from the cloud, 
Far from his troops ; there, like a rock, he stood 
His country's single barrier in a sea of blood. 
Calmly he leaves the pleasures of a throne, 
And his Maria weeping ; whilst alone 
He wards the fate of nations, and provokes his 
own : 
40. Y 
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But Heaven secures its champion ! o'er the field 
Paint hovering angels ; though they fly conceal'd. 
Each intercepts a death, and wears it on his shield. 

Now, noble pencil, lead him to our isle : 
Mark how the skies with joyful lustre smile. 
Then imitate the glory : on the strand 
Spread half the nation, longing till he land. 
Wash off the blood, and take a peaceful teint. 
All red the warrior, white the ruler paint : 
Abroad a hero, and at home a saint. 
Throne him on high upon a shining seat, « 
Lust and profaneness dying at his feet, 
While round his head the laurel and the olive meet. 
The crowns of war and peace: and may they blow, 
With flowery blessings ever on his brow. 
At his right hand pile up the English laws 
In sacred volumes ; thence the monarch draws 

His wise and just commands — > 

Rise, ye old sages of the British isle, 

On the fair tablet cast a reverend smile. 

And bless the piece ; these statutes are your own. 

That sway the cottage, and direct the throne ; 

People and prince are one in WilUam's name. 

Their joys, their dangers, and their laws the same. 

Let Liberty and Right, with plumes displayed. 
Clap their glad wings around their guardian's head. 
Religion o'er the rest her starry pinions spread. 
Religion guards him ; round the' imperial queen 
Place waiting Virtues, each of heavenly mien : 
Learn their bright air, and paint it from his eyes ; 
The just, the bold, the temperate, and the wise. 
Dwell in his looks ; majestic, but serene ; 
Sweet, with no fondness ; cheerful, but not vain ; 
Bright, without terror ; great, without disdain. 
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His soul inspires us what his lips command. 
And spreads his brave example through the land; 

Not so the former reigns : 

Bend down his ear to each afflicted cry, 
Let beams of grace dart gently from his eye ; 
But the bright treasures of his sacred breast 
Are too divine, too vast to be expressed ; 
Colours must fail where words and numbers faint. 
And leave the hero's heart for Thought alone to 
paint. 



PART II. 

Now, Muse, pursue the satirist again. 
Wipe off the blots of his envenomed pen; 
Hark, how he bids the servile painter draw, 
In monstrous shapes, the patrons of our law ; 
At one slight dash he cancels every name 
From the white rolls of honesty and fame ; 
This scribbling wretch marks all he meets for knave, 
Shoots sudden bolts promiscuous at the base and 

brave, 
And, with unpardonable malice, sheds 
Poison and spite on undistinguished heads. 
Painter, forbear ! or, if thy bolder hand 
Dares to attempt the villains of the land ; 
Draw first this poet like some baleful star. 
With silent influence shedding civil war ; 
Or factious trumpeter, whose magic sound 
Calls off the subjects to the hostile ground. 
And scatters hellish feuds the nation round : 
These are the imps of Hell, that cursed tribe 
That first create the plague, and then the pain 

describe. 
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Draw next above^. the great ones of our isle. 
Still from the good distiDguishing the vile ; 
Seat them in pomp, in grandeur, and command. 
Peeling the subjects with a greedy hand : 
Paint forth the knaves that have the nation sold, 
And tinge their greedy looks' with sordid gold. 
Mark, what a selfish faction undermines 
The pious monarch's generous designs. 
Spoil their own native land as vipers do. 
Vipers that tear their mother's bowels through. 
Let great Nassau, beneath a careful crown> 
Mournful in majesty, look gently down. 
Mingling soft pity with an awful frotrn : 
He grieves to see how long in vain he strove 
To make us blessed, how vain his labours prove. 
To save the stubborn land he condescends to love. 
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